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Foxglove Eyes 


by AllTheseSquaresMakeA Circle 


Summary 


Stiles didn't know how long the woman had him collared and working for her. (See forcing 
him to be a magical slave.) But he knows when he finally gets the collar free, it's the same 
night the compound 1s raided by wolves. Somehow, he ends up with them, and, in the 
process, becomes the adoptive father to a baby werewolf that seems to hate everyone else. 
Oh, well, worse things have happened. 


Notes 


This gets real dark, real fucking quick. But, things do improve. Then get worse. Then 
improve. In short, this fic is gonna be wildin ya'll 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Chapter 1 


When it happens, it’s the greatest coincidence in the entire history of coincidences. No, really 
it was. The very day that Stiles manages to succeed, the very day his magic works, they 
strike. Deadly. In force. Without hesitation, guilt, or restriction. Werewolves. Stiles can hear 
their howls rip through the night air. It makes his bones vibrate. Perfect. 


The war was a surprise to everyone. The world that everyone thought to be myths and 
legends and fairy tales was, in fact, all very, very true. Werewolves. Magic. Witches. Curses. 
Demons. Hexes. All of it. Along with the violence that came with it. He had always been 
aware of his magic. The problem, the issue at hand, was when other people became aware of 
it. Namely, hunters. 


Men and women who devoted themselves to the killing of non-humans. In whatever form 
they may have taken. Some were decent. Some. Only killing that which was a genuine threat 
to human life. That had already taken human life. That ate and preyed and took pleasure in 
the suffering of others. But most hunters were garbage. They did not care. They did not feel 
when they pulled the trigger. These were the kind that had taken Stiles. 


Even amongst the world of the supernatural, magic was a rare thing. His mother had 
explained it to him once. How the persecutions of the Old World carried over into the New 
one. Many chose to let their bloodlines die, and with them, their magic. As such things were 
often passed from parent to child. Others, who had no magic in their blood, learned it 
themselves. Either through vast studying or years of training. Or by foul contract with even 
fouler entities. But Stiles and his mother were the rare ones. The ones born with magic. 


He was never all that impressive. At least, he didn’t think he was. When the hunters take 
him, they had other ideas. In their minds, anyone with magic might as well have been a 
werewolf. Or something along those lines. They did not, in any way, consider Stiles to be 
human. Not worthy of an immediate death though. No...he was far too valuable for that. Far 
too useful. A tool, they said. She said. Stiles never learned her name. she never gave it. It 
didn’t matter. Not in the slightest. 


She was rather attractive. He was willing to admit that. Perhaps that was why he didn’t 
feel threatened. At first. At first being the key part. Because it was soon made obvious that 
this woman had no sense of guilt, shame, remorse, or anything close to them. She and her 
fellow hunters...torture would have been an apt word to describe what was done to him. That 
was a good word indeed. 


They never broke his bones. Never slashed him. Never pulled or cut anything off. No. 
They needed him intact. They needed him intact and to work magic. Beating. Starving. 
Dehydration. Isolations in rooms with no windows and no light. Having no sense of time. 
Whether it was day or night. Not being allowed to bathe. Or sleep. All of that. Mild by 
comparisons to some, but still torture all the same. 


He doesn’t know how long he lasts. He doesn’t know how long it continues before he 
finally gives them what they want. That yes, he had magic. What his magic could do. What it 
couldn’t do. The nameless woman smiles viciously. Like the devil. She hands him a collar. 
Simple and easy. One that you could have found in any pet store. Simple, black leather. She 
tells him what she wants done. Stiles does it. That was the start of his real misfortunes. 


When the magic is done, when the spellwork is complete, the woman forces it around his 
neck. The horrid enchantments that he had placed upon it where now going to be used on 
him. And the woman made sure to make full use of it. Firstly, Stiles could not harm anyone. 
Never use his magic to bring harm to her, or any of her men. Secondly, he could never harm 
himself. He must always eat and drink and keep himself alive. Because that wasn’t the only 
collar he was going to make. 


It didn’t take him long to figure out what they wanted them for. Werewolves. Mostly, 
anyways. They were making slaves. Turning them into no better than beaten dogs. For what 
he didn’t know. Laborers. Unwilling soldiers. He honestly didn’t care. He did not know these 
men and women. All he knew is that he wanted to live. Not that he had much choice in the 
matter. Given that the collar would prevent him from violating any direct order given to him. 
Therein lay the trick. The woman was very, very clear about her orders. 


He could not harm or her men. He could not harm himself. He must always make sure that 
he was fed and drank. He was always to keep himself clean and get plenty of sleep. To stay 
healthy. He was not allowed to make any collars with any differing enchantments unless she 
said so. He was not allowed to speak unless spoken to. He was not allowed to interact with 
anyone besides her, or the men that attended to him. Those were her orders. But she left out 
one very small, but crucial detail. His magic. 


Stiles’ magic was, in essence, simple. He could bind and unbind things. Which was just a 
really nice way of saying putting things together or taking them apart. Simple, but versatile. 
He was only limited by his imagination and his understanding. He made the very collar that 
had been forced around his neck. Removing it and being freed from the enchantments on it 
was only a matter of course. The night that he finally breaks the damn thing, the wolves 
strike. It could not have been more perfect. 


When the leather pops free of his neck, it feels like an anvil had been lifted from atop his 
shoulders. The world was brighter. He could breathe again. He was free. At least, he was free 
of the collar. Getting out of the cell he was in was the next part. Which, like the collar, 
became simple. Locks were among the easiest things to take care of. A chimp could 
understand it. So, his magic made quick work of it. 


Once out in the halls, he could hear the fighting. Roaring, and gnashing, and clawing, and 
screaming, and gunfire. The smell of smoke, blood, and death hung in the air. It nearly 
choked him. Stiles, despite being tortured, beaten, and abused did not do well with violence 
and gore. However, he was ready to be free of this place. To go home. To go back to his 
family. 


He keeps safe. Plays it smart. Stays in the shadows as best he can. When it came to 
werewolves, one could never be too careful. The woman had made sure he knew of what they 
were. Animals. Beasts. Monsters. That what she was doing to him now would seem like a 


paradise compared to what a pack of wolves would do to him. He never knew if he could 
believe her or not. It didn’t matter. Werewolves. Hunters. At this point, he was willing to 
mow down anyone that stood in his way. 


Everything was going fine. No one had found him, seen him, or heard him. He didn’t know 
where was being kept all that well. Spending most of the time locked away in a cell the 
woman had made arranged for him. But he knew well enough. That’s when things took a 
turn. What kind, Stiles hadn’t decided. 


There, in the next hallway, stood the woman. Shotgun aimed at one or more persons 
beyond Stiles’ line of sight. He couldn’t see them, but he knew that they were there. Given 
that she was sneering and talking to them. He words came in muffled little clouds. It didn’t 
matter what she was saying. No. it didn’t matter. Because he was casting the spell before she 
could even realize that he was standing there. 


One minute, she was taunting whoever was there. Then, she was flat on the ground. Stone 
still, and with a blank expression on her face. He did the stupid thing and walked over. Even 
though there were one or more werewolves there. He ignores them entirely. Squatting down 
next to her face. Looking her directly in the eyes. 


A thousand and one ideas fly through his mind. Stiles wasn’t going to lie and say that he 
hadn’t dreamt of this. Imagined it. All the things he could do to her. To repay all that she had 
done to him, and allowed to be done to him. Treating him the way she did. Making him do 
what he did. Forcing him. Taking away any and every single choice that belonged to him. In 
essence, he was a slave. Now, she was going to be one. He snaps the collar around her neck. 
Smiling just as wickedly as she had when they first met. She was going to die, and he was 
free. 


38 2k 


The guy came out of nowhere. Seconds after Kate had hit the ground, he stepped out of the 
shadows. Calming walking over towards the huntress. Steps sure and true. He wasn’t a 
hunter. Not that it mattered to Peter. The man moved to strike the nameless stranger down 
when Derek stopped him. It was his eyes. They were...dangerous. This guy was perfectly 
human, but what was behind his eyes was anything but. That’s when he surprises them both. 


He gently, almost delicately moves Kate’s hair out of the way. Snapping a collar around 
her neck. The same kind they had encountered before. The ones being used to make 
werewolves into slaves. Into feral soldiers. Into whipped dogs by the hunters. Kate was now 
wearing one. Still, Derek does not move. He does not let Peter move. Because whatever this 
guy was...it screamed threat. 


“Hello there. Bet you weren’t expecting this, were you?” The nameless stranger asked. 


Kate didn’t answer. No. No. that wasn’t it. She couldnt answer. The man had done 
something to her. Made it where she could not move or speak. The huntress didn’t even seem 
able to blink. That’s when the scent hit him. Peter as well. Magic. That sharp, bright electric 
charge that said only one thing. Magic. 


“You gave me a long list of orders, but you forgot one. That I couldn’t use my magic to 
take my collar off. Now, it’s on you. You’re going to die like the way you made me live. At 
the hands of the thing you hate the most.” 


Kate just continued to lay there. Unable to do anything. Unable to move or speak or even 
beg. This guy looked human, but whatever this man had endured. ..it rendered him 
something...not. 


“Speaking of orders, here’s a couple for you. When I lift the magic keeping you still, 
you’re going to run. You’re not going to grab your gun, or any weapon for that matter. When 
these two finally catch you, you’re going to beg. You’re going to cry. Cry until snot runs 
down your face. Then, well, I think you know what they’re gonna do to you after that.” 


The man doesn’t say anything else. He just stands back up. Looking down at Kate like she 
was the single most disgusting thing to walk the earth. In Derek and Peter’s mind, that was 
most certainly true. He walks away. Right past both of them. Saying nothing. Then, the 
huntress is on her feet. Bolting as quickly as she can. Peter is hot on her tail. Derek, however, 
only follows the nameless man. Who happens to pay him no mind whatsoever. 


He walks and walks and walks. Until finally, he’s at the door. It’s been ripped off its 
hinges. He stops right in the doorway. Right at the threshold. Staring. Wordless into the open 
air. Then, he steps forward. Almost like he was afraid to. Derek is right behind him. He 
moves about twenty yards before sitting down on the grass. Running his hands through the 
dampened blades of greenery beneath him. 


“T can’t remember the last time I saw the sky.” 


Derek feel his gut clench. This man, this person had been kept prisoner. Kate had done 

only god knew what to him. If it was anything close to what the werewolves under her 
capture had endured...Derek didn’t want to think about it. Werewolves could heal. Humans 
could not. He doesn’t know what was done to this man. But it was not good. Derek could 
smell many things from him. Anger. Sadness. Joy. Pain. The general stench of unwashed hair 
and skin. He had been here for some time. 


“Thanks for that. Made it easier.”’ Derek said. 


“T certainly didn’t do it for you. I wanted to kill her. I did, but then I thought to myself, 
whatever I could do wouldn’t be half as bad as what you would. What the other guy would 
do. The only thing she hated more than magic users, was werewolves. There was no more 
appropriate way for her to die.” The man said. 


That confirmed what Derek had assumed. This guy could use magic. Rather strong magic 
at that. Given that he had incapacitated Kate, and both Derek and Peter hadn’t realized it until 
he came walking out of the shadows. Which also meant that, perhaps, he had used his magic 
to conceal himself. Or maybe he was just good at sneaking around. Didn’t matter. He was 
dangerous. That was for certain. 


“Derek Hale. Alpha of the Hale pack.” He offered. 


“Don’t take this the wrong way, but I don’t give a flying fuck who you are, or who you’re in 
charge of. But if you must know, I’m Stiles.” The man snapped. 


“The hell kinda name is Stiles?” Derek asked confused. 


“The kind where your mother gave you a name in the old tongue, and no one could 
pronounce it.” 


The alpha could sense that this wasn’t the kind of subject that Stiles wanted to discuss. 
Given his magic, and how coldly he had acted towards Kate, Derek was intent on staying on 
the man’s good side. Assuming he even had one anymore. Men like this rarely remained kind 
or gentle. Not after what they had endured. Peter was a prime example. Among others. Stiles 
was just one in the long list of those who Kate had hurt. Unfortunately, it was nothing new. 


“You haven’t tried to kill me yet. I appreciate that.” Stiles said offhandedly. 
“Ts there a reason I should be trying to kill you?” Derek asked drolly. 


“Human. Werewolf. Generally speaking, from what’s been going on these last few years, 
don’t we tend to kill each other on sight? I don’t know. I haven’t been outside for quite a 
while, and the only things I knew where what that woman told me.” Stiles explained. 


“And what did she tell you?” Derek inquired. 


“That you were animals. Monsters. That you were no better than beasts, and would treat 
me as beasts do. Not that she was any better, but she liked to think that she was. She won’t be 
thinking anything for very much longer though.” 


The smile that stretched across Stiles’ face sent a bone deep chill into Derek. That was not 
the smile of a man who felt...anything. Kate had broken him. Broken him to the point where 
the only thing he could feel was satisfaction at her death. Which, as if on cue, Peter came 
stumbling out. Hands covered in what was no doubt the huntress’ blood. There was also a 
large, deep gouge in the man’s thigh. He just started to stumble when Derek was by his 
uncle’s side. 


“Bastards poisoned the knife. Killed him before I could ask him what kind.” Peter 
explained. 


“We need to burn the poison out. We need...” 


Derek didn’t get to finish. Stiles was already standing next to him. Eyes laser focused on 
the wound still bleeding on Peter’s thigh. The alpha felt a myriad of things. Fear. Hope. 
Danger. Stiles had magic. Stiles had magic and that made him dangerous. But...magic could 
do things that defied understanding. Maybe, just maybe, he was willing to help. 


“This is going to hurt. A lot.” He said without offering anything else. 


“What’s going to hurt?” Peter asked flashing his eyes icy blue. 


“My magic lets me bind and unbind things. In other words, I can unbind the poison from 
your blood, and thus, keeping you alive. Interested?” Stiles asked sarcastically. 
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“Bind? You’re...you’re the one that’s been making the collars!” Peter accused. 


“Correct, and I’m also the one that can keep you alive. Still interested, or would you rather 
risk a slow and painful death by an unknown poison? Dealer’s choice here.” Stiles snapped 
back. 


Peter looked at the man with anger. Unbridled, bloodlust filled anger. Derek had little 
doubt that his uncle wanted nothing more than to rip into Stiles. Much like how he had ripped 
into Kate. But, if he was smart, he would let Stiles try and help him. Which, surprisingly, he 
did. Stiles was right. It hurt. A lot. 


Peter howled and thrashed and writhed. Whatever Stiles was doing, ‘unbinding the 
poison’, as he called it, the experience was not, in any way, pleasant. Still, Peter endured. 
After about thirty seconds, the man relaxed. Breathing a sigh of relief. The magic had 
worked. Derek could already see the wound’s bleeding stop as his uncle’s body tried to stitch 
itself back together. 


“That should do the trick. Now you can...” 


Whatever Stiles was going to say, he doesn’t get the chance to. He simply goes limp. Eyes 
rolling into the back of his head. Collapsing to the ground in a mass of motionless Stiles. 
Derek helps his uncle standing. Looking at the now passed out magic user. There were ten 
thousand thoughts going through his mind. The alpha chose the dumbest of the bunch. Which 
was, of course, bringing Stiles back with them. He could figure out the rest later. 


Chapter 2 


Chapter Notes 


Angst and fluff. That's basically it. For now. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Derek didn’t know exactly what they were going to find when they raided the Argent 
compound. They had been trying for the better part of a year to get something, anything. To 
find out how they were making wolves into slaves. How they were making these collars. Last 
anyone knew, no one in the Argent family possessed magic. Given that they generally killed 
people that did. When he finally managed to catch a break, it came at the hands of Chris 
Argent. 


The alpha had a sneaking suspicion that the man had nothing to do with the fire. He killed 
werewolves the same as his family, yes. But he did not burn innocent people in their beds. 
Immolating them alive, and letting them die the worst kind of death. Kate would be the one 
to pay for that. As well as Gerard. For allowing his daughter to use such tactics. Chris was 
more than happy to sell both of them out. 


He was a hunter, yes. But one of the few with any form of morality. Any form of 
conscious. That, and his daughter. Who he wished to keep as far from the war as possible. 
Peter wanted both of them slaughtered. Derek only managed to convince the man because the 
information he gave them was too good to pass up. 


They raid the compound, and hunters come out blazing. Most of them die quickly. They 
are too new to this. Too new to war. Too new to the means and methods. A good portion of 
them weren’t much older than Derek maybe a bit younger. The collared wolves come out 
next. Derek tries not to feel guilty about the ones they kill. These wolves had been shackled 
and made into slaves. Made into unwilling, feral fighters. 


There were a few who they managed to get the collars off of. A few. Most of them were 
still feral. Having been under the collars influence for far too long. Derek breaks their necks 
with as much mercy as he can. No wolf wanted to live as an animal. No wolf wanted to live 
as a beast. They had nothing. They could’ve come across their own mothers, and would’ ve 
killed them without a second thought. 


Most of their own make it through. Then again, the alphas they had made a temporary 
alliance with were strong. Deucalion, Ennis, Kalia, Ethan, and Aiden were savages. At least, 
they were in Derek’s eyes. But they were exceedingly effective at fighting. They killed as 
easily as they breathed. That was terrifying, but these hunters did not deserve consideration 
or mercy. Not when they were making slaves. 


They find Kate not long after the raid started. She is just as Derek remembered her all 
those years ago. Wild. Fierce. Beautiful. Deadly. She was grinning like a madwoman. Having 
no concern whatsoever about being faced with two shifted, very pissed adult werewolves. 
One of whom was an alpha. Derek knew that the confidence was not unfounded. Kate was an 
Argent. Trained from the time she could walk in the art of killing the non-human. Only then, 
she wasn’t expecting the magic user. 


He came out of nowhere. Paralyzing the woman. Shackling her with the collars they had 
been seeing for the last two years. Derek knew then and there; this man was to be feared. Not 
because of his power. No. No. It was worse than that. It was more along the lines of his 
brutality. He could have very easily used his magic to kill her. Instead, he set her loose for 
Peter to slaughter. 


When the man collapses, Derek catches him. Moments after he had finished healing his 
uncle. He is heavier than he looks, but no less fragile. Magic he may have had, but he was 
still human. He healed as a human did, and probably overexerted himself. The alpha didn’t 
know. He couldn’t know. 


“We should kill him while we have the chance.” Peter snarled. 
“He did just save your life.” Derek retorted. 


“He’s been making the collars. Making us into whipped dogs for these bastards.” Peter hissed 
venomously. 


“Look at him, Peter. They've been torturing him. Look at the bruises. Look at his neck. 
They forced one of those collars on him as well. He's just as much a victim as anyone else.” 
The alpha snapped. 


Derek knew the necessity of mercilessness and brutality and savagery. He was an alpha, and 
he headed a powerful pack. He had killed before, and he would kill again. But needless 
murder did not suite his tastes. Even if the more barbaric alphas might bare down on him. 


“He’s valuable. He stunned Kate without any effort. Imagine how much good he could do. 
He healed you as easily as he breathed. You really want to get rid of that?” Derek asked. 


Peter basically operated at a hostile temperament at any given moment. At this point, if he 
considered it a threat, he would kill it. This magic user, Stiles, was no exception. Yes, in the 
worst way, he was dangerous. Werewolves had no natural defense against magic. Not unless 
they were expecting it, and even then, what they could do was limited. But Stiles...Stiles 
could change that. 


His uncle, however reluctantly, agrees to take the man back with them. Deaton could help 
him. He was trained enough in humans. A veterinarian he may have been, but he was also 
their emissary. And if Derek ordered him to help the man, then Deaton wouldn’t hesitate. 
Though, at times, Derek suspected the man had other motives. But, as of yet, those motives 
had not gone against him or the pack. 


They were just getting ready to leave when Erica came running out of the compound. A 
frantic look on her face. Eyes beta gold. Carrying a small bundle. Derek didn’t need to be a 
genius to figure out what it was. Not from the cries coming from inside the tattered blanket. It 
was a child. More sickeningly, it was a child with a collar. They had collared a cub. Probably 
still nursing. He shifted before he could think. 


“Derek...” Erica said despondent. 
“Bring it with us. Any more survivors?” The alpha asked. 


“No...when the hunters realized that they were losing...they shot them. They're all dead.” 
His beta said disheartened. 


One the one hand, Derek was furious. Needless death and bloodshed. Innocent lives snuffed 
out. The hunters had been worried about them adding more wolves to their ranks. On the 
other hand, they were stretched thin with resources as it stood. If someone couldn’t prove 
themselves, if someone couldn’t be an asset, then they were a liability. The one exception he 
made was children. Orphaned by conflict. Derek wasn’t going to abandon them. 


Peter takes the cub. Gently cradling the child. Delicately removing the collar. The cries 
soften a bit after that. The worst of it is over. For now. They still had to make it back to 
Beacon Hills in one piece, and there could have been more hunters nearby. Waiting for an 
ambush. Derek had learned to take those kinds of things into account. For now, they would 
make their way back. Tend to the wounded. Get some sleep. That's all they could, and it hurt 
in ways the alpha could scarcely describe. 


The ride back is quick. There were a few wolves with bullet wounds, as well as stabs. The 
wolfsbane had been burned out as quickly as they could manage. But it was something that 
could floor even an alpha. The Argents were an old family, and had access to things that they 
didn’t. Namely, old, and powerful poisons meant for killing werewolves. Thankfully, they 
hadn’t thought to destroy the supplies within the compound. 


There was a large cache of food, water, clothes, weapons, etc. It was a boon. At the cost of 
several lives. At least a dozen dead. Twice that injured. They would be weak for a while. But, 
as of yet, so hunters had made a move against Beacon Hills. There were too many packs there 
now. Too many alphas. Though that created safety with numbers, it also birthed its own 
problems. 


Too many alphas in one given territory have rise to aggression and combativeness. 
Especially since they were at war, and animalism and primal savagery seemed to reign too 
high to begin with. Derek didn’t like it, but having these kinds of numbers ensured a certain 
degree of safety. All but the boldest, and dare he say, insane hunters would think to attack 
Beacon Hills directly. That was the way of the world right now. The world they lived in was 
ravaged by war. Where their children were collared by their enemies, and they relied on 
shaky tactics to survive. There was no avoiding it. 


Derek hadn’t wanted to be the alpha. Not once did he ever desire or covet it. But his 
parents were dead. Laura might as well have been dead. with how badly she had been 
affected by the fire. the way she simply trudged along. Cora was the same, but different. 


silent, and angry and shut off from everyone. She was barely a part of their pack anymore. 
Peter was just rage incarnate. all he cared about, all he lived for, was revenge. That was it. 
Derek felt a alone a lot of the time. He was the alpha, and he had to live with it. The 
responsibility of leading his pack. Of keeping them safe. All the while staying the man that 
his mother raised him to be. Staying on the straight and narrow. Not falling to the barbarism 
of the other alphas around him. Where he killed just because he could. That, he found, had 
been the hardest thing of all. But, he could do nothing other than what he thought was right. 
And, in this moment, that was bringing Stiles and the cub back with him. Consequences be 
damned. 
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Stiles wakes to his entire body aching. Every last cell of his being screams in protest at the 
slightest movement. Even breathing hurts. His memory his hazy, but he can recall just 
enough. Most importantly, that vile woman was dead. No doubt eviscerated by the 
werewolves that had raided the compound. Or some other such horrific death. Didn't really 
matter where details were concerned. She was gone, and he wasn’t. That, however, was the 
next problem he faced. 


The last detail that was in his mind was healing that man that had come stumbling out of 
the compound. Not the alpha...no...the other one. He had been poisoned, and Stiles had used 
his magic to heal him. That's when everything went black. It was fairly obvious as to why. He 
hadn’t been able to freely use his magic for some time. The strain must’ve been too much. 
That, and being locked up like an animal, and treated even worse. The fact that he was still 
alive was a miracle. In the worst possible way. 


His body ached as he tried to sit up. Protesting even the slightest movement. Breathing 
hurt. So, he took things slow. Which seemed to drag on forever and forever. By the time he 
managed to seat himself fully upright, the door opened. With a man he did not recognize 
entering. 


Mid-thirties. Dark skin. Handsome features. An aura of magic. This guy was like Stiles. In 
a way. They both had magic. Just not the same type. He had met other magic users before. 
The woman had brought them in. Which was followed shortly by the sound of a gunshot. 
Apparently, they were valuable like Stiles was. Therefore, expendable. 


“Glad to see that you’re awake. It was a bit of touch and go.” The man said setting down a 
bowl of what looked like to be broth. 


“Great. Where am I?” Stiles asked. 


“In the house of Derek Hale. Alpha of the Hale pack. You have been granted asylum for 
the time being. While you recover.” The man explained. 


“Great. He’s not gonna kill me?” Stiles questioned bluntly. 


“Do you not understand the meaning of the word ‘asylum’?” The man retorted. 


Of course, Stiles understood what the word meant. He wasn’t a fool. But they were at war, 
and, generally speaking, werewolves and humans did not, in any way, get along. So, that 
begged the question...why were the two of them here? Werewolves didn’t like magic. 
Granted, humans didn’t either. But werewolves hated magic because they had no protection 
against it. They couldn’t heal from it. So, naturally, they tended to kill those who had it. At 
least, that’s what Stiles had heard. 


“T must thank you for saving Peter. I fear my talents would have been...insufficient.” the 
man explained. 


“Yeah, didn’t seem to be that big a deal. Though, I got the distinct impression that he wanted 
me dead.” Stiles said. 


“You are correct.” The man affirmed. 


Stiles felt his skin go cold, and his hackles raise. Granted, he was still recovering 
from...whatever had been wrong with him. But here...he felt his magic hiss. Readying itself to 
make a break for it. On a base level, what he was capable of wasn’t all that 
impressive. Except, he was creative. Binding and unbinding things could be surprisingly 
helpful when you knew what to do with it. 


“You have been the one making the collars, yes?” The man asked plainly. 


“Yep. Tortured me until I did. Then the first thing that bitch did was put one on me, and 
from then on...you get the point.” Stiles said lowly. 


“Derek said that your magic allows you to bind, and unbinding things. That's...interesting.” 
The man stated, as if searching. 


“Basically, I can put things together and take them apart. The trick is, I have to know how 
something works. How it’s constructed, and deconstructed. So on and so forth. So, if I don’t 
have that, my magic can’t affect it.” Stiles explained not bothering to hide anything. 


“Fascinating. That may explain why you are recovering better than expected. You were 
severely dehydrated, and somewhat malnourished. Normally, it would have been several days 
before you awoke. Perhaps your magic worked on an instinctual level.” The man said clearly 
interested. 


Stiles tried not to be offended. That vile woman had an interest in his magic, and had used 
him for things so foul that it hardly computed. The smallest part of him felt guilty. It did, but 
on the whole, he knew that if he hadn’t relented, that if he hadn’t done what they told him to, 
he would be dead. Like the others. Now, she was dead. And he didn’t feel guilty. 


He was just about to ask what was gonna happen to him when the silence was broken by a 
sharp, piercing wail. It was a baby. The man looked towards the door. Remarking that it was 
happening again. Stiles, suddenly having found himself invigorated, moved to stand. Despite 
the other man’s protests. He ignored them. Leaving the room towards the sound. What he 
found was...comical. 


Derek, the alpha, was holding the screaming child. Gently bouncing him up and down. 
Surrounded by what would have no doubt been his betas. A tall dirty blonde young man that 
looked about Stiles’ age. A fierce looking blonde woman with ruby red lips. And a tall, dark 
young man that was somehow even brawnier than the alpha. They all stopped when Stiles 
walked up. Looking at him intently. Even as the baby continued to scream. 


“Give him to me.” Stiles said firmly. 


Derek raised an eyebrow. No doubt skeptical of Stiles, but the alpha relented. Handing him 
the screaming child, and silently hoping for the best. He knew what was wrong right away. 
Given that the poor kids stomach was bloated, and hard enough to bounce a quarter off of. He 
put the kid against his shoulder. Gently whacking his back in the space between his 
shoulders. It had the desired effect. 


The baby let out an enormous burp. Loud enough that it made everyone flinch back ever 
so slightly. He chuffed once or twice. Then, he goes silent. Gently snuggling his face into 
Stiles’ shoulder. Content and happy. Falling asleep within seconds. They really were 
clueless. 


“Thank god. That's been going on for hours now.” The blonde woman said exasperated. 


“Babies need to be burped. Even werewolf ones. How did none of you know that?” Stiles 
asked somewhat annoyed. 


“You’re doing well. All things considered.” Derek said ignoring him entirely. 


The alpha looked at him with a pointed kind of concentration. No doubt wary of Stiles. Given 
that he was the one who had been made to produce the collars. And he was currently holding 
a werewolf baby. More than likely rescued from the compound where he was being held. 
Stiles didn’t know all that much about werewolves. But he knew, like humans, they took 
things seriously when it came to their young. 


“Here.” Stiles said handing Derek the baby back. 


At least, he tried. As soon as the babe left his shoulder. He awoke in an instant fussing loudly, 
and getting ready for a full-blown scream. The alpha, panicking, handed him back to Stiles. 
After which, the baby immediately settled. Going right back to sleep. Which was weird. 
Given that he should have done better with werewolves. 


“Well...didn’t think I’d be adopting a kid, but here we are.” Stiles joked. 


“You don’t understand, we tried. For HOURS. He wouldn’t stop crying.” The blonde 
woman said collapsing on the couch. 


“Erica, go with Isaac and Boyd. We need...privacy.”’ Derek commanded. 


The three betas eyed their alpha, but made no comment on the matter. Silently leaving as the 
man who had come into the room entered. Derek, for some reason, allowed him to stay. Stiles 


assumed it was because he had magic as well, and would be answering questions pertaining 
to that. At least, that’s what he assumed. 


“This is my pack emissary, Alan Deaton. He helped clean you up and gave you an IV.” 
Derek explained. 


“Well, that’s why I’m wearing someone else’s clothes. Normally, that’d peeve me a bit, but 
I’m alive. Question is, am I gonna stay that way?” Stiles asked concisely. 


“You are under the protection of my pack, under my authority. So long as you do as your 
told, and don’t bring harm to me, or my betas, there shouldn’t be a problem.” Derek replied 
firmly. 


Stiles could live with that. For now, anyways. He had been kept collared and locked in a cell 
for god only knew how long. He couldn’t remember. The days blurred into one another, and 
he had no real grasp of how much time had passed. So, if he had to be stuck with a bunch of 
werewolves, that was fine. The only thought on his mind was staying alive. Just as it had 
been. Only, this time, he wasn’t wearing a collar. And the man in charge of him seemed to be 
halfway decent. Hopefully, that wouldn’t change. Hopefully. Cause that’s all he had. Hope. 
So, he take it and run. 


Chapter End Notes 


That was fun. Next chapter, living with werewolves 


Chapter 3 


Chapter Notes 


Angst. No fluff. You've been warned 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Derek was verging on mental exhaustion. The last thirty-six hours had been...trying. Raiding 
the hunter’s compound. Finding Kate. Peter killing her. Peter nearly dying. Stiles. The 
collars. The cub they had found. All of it. He was at his wit’s end with everything he was 
currently carrying. He never wanted to be alpha, but, for some reason unknown, when his 
mother died, it had passed to him instead of Laura. 


Thankfully, his big sister wasn’t the contesting type. She had no desire to challenge him for 
the position. To try and take over his place as alpha. Peter, on the other hand, was quite 
pissed. Which made sense. Even though he was the firstborn son, he was still born after Talia. 
Even in his own traditional mind, he knew. She would always be the alpha, and he would 
never come close to it. 


The responsibilities of leading a pack were heavy. Heavier than he could imagine. His 
mother made it seem almost easy. Effortless. Now, he knew better. Being the alpha was 
serious, difficult, stressful business. Stiles made that matter even more complicated. Peter had 
been against it entirely. Still was to a certain degree. Cora, as she was with most everything, 
had no interest in the matter. So long as he didn’t present a danger to them. Laura...Laura was 
concerned. She was pregnant, and that made her vulnerable. She didn’t quite like having 
magic this close at hand. 


Derek argued that Stiles could have harmed any one of them the moment he woke up. It 
was perfectly sound and logical. Laura seemed to accept that, and made no further comment 
on the matter. Deaton was more than happy to facilitate the man’s recovery process. 
Thankfully, Stiles wasn’t in any immediate danger. A bath and a round of IV fluids would do 
the trick. According for the physical maladies anyways. 


Deaton had explained that the captivity and dehydration were only one part of why he had 
lost consciousness. The other part, from what the emissary could tell, was his magic. 
Apparently, according to Deaton, Stiles had overexerted himself in healing Peter. That was 
the most logical explanation that they had. He would wake up in his own time. 


That's when things got interesting. The cub that Erica had found was restless beyond 
measure. Derek and the others had tried and tried. The poor child was inconsolable and they 
had no idea as to why. Then, out came Stiles. Swiftly taking the cub in his arms, and within 


minutes, he was settled and back to resting. Derek and the others were stunned into silence. 
All of the tension left their bodies at once. 


For some unknown reason, the cub had responded to Stiles in an overwhelming capacity. 
When he tried to had the boy back to Derek, he began fussing almost instantly. The alpha all 
but tossed him back. Watching as the cub nestled into Stiles’ arms like it was the most perfect 
place in the world. The alpha felt a certain kind of twinge. In a very strange place. 


When he had met Stiles, the man was dehydrated, recovering from torture, and broken in 
ways that no man had words for. He smelled of pain and anger and something...darker. Older. 
Dangerous. Derek actually felt threatened by the man’s mere presence. Now that Stiles was 
cleaned, freshly dressed, and given a round of IV fluids...the alpha had to admit. The man 
was...alluring. 


He smelled of deep, rich cedar. Of rich, spicy dried fruits. Like a spice bazar and a forest 
wrapped into one. A thick, masculine musk. It made the deepest, primal parts of him rumble. 
Parts that he hadn’t really thought about for the longest time. After Kate, after what she did, 
the losses that he had suffered at her hands...Derek was more focused on being the alpha than 
anything else. On fighting to keep his pack, his family, safe. 


The raids were a joint effort. Deucalion, Ennis, Kali, Ethan, and Aiden seemed to be all too 
happy about it. They seemed to revel, even delight in violence. Be it against the hunters, or 
against anyone who may have offended them. They were safer in numbers, but this many 
wolves, this many alphas in one space made things difficult. 


There were days where even Derek felt his aggressiveness emerge. For no apparent 
reason. His wolf was unsettled in sharing territory with this many other shifters. Especially 
since Ethan and Kali liked to delight in testing their limits. They were cordial in presentation 
only. Realistically, he knew damn good and well they wanted a fight. To see who would come 
out on top. 


Derek wasn’t going to give them a chance. Because, he knew damn good and well, even 
if he won, Deucalion wouldn’t let him slide away so easily. The man was an envious bastard 
that coveted the Hale bloodline. He had approached his mother years ago. Before Kate. 
Before the war. She had refused him, and, given what happened with Gerard, as well as the 
war, all that came with it...Deucalion was no longer the man he once was. 


There was a shell, and inside that shell...nothing. At least, nothing that could be called 
human. Sanity. Sense. Reason. Logic. Order. The man was a performative piece of humanity. 
Underneath, he was a ball of primal, animalistic cruelty. Of all the wolves, all the alphas that 
Derek had to deal with, he was, by far the worst. That's what scared him about Stiles. 


Not that the man had been responsible for making the collars. That his magic 
seemed to not only be powerful, but versatile. That he could snap at any moment, and decide 
to kill all of them. As if it were a game. But because if Derek felt this way, this drive, 
this pull, this kind of attraction, he wanted to keep the man away from the other packs for as 
long as possible. 


The alpha had no idea why his reaction to another man was so visceral, but it didn’t 
change the fact of the matter. He felt a bone deep, undeniable attraction to Stiles. And it 
wasn’t just his scent. It was...everything. The way his hair seemed to have a mind of its own. 
How his eyes seemed to be made of pure amber. Almost shining beta gold when the light hit 
them right. And his fucking hands. His arms. Derek was somewhat ashamed to admit, but 
he had jerked off already thinking about what Stiles’ hands could do. 


But that wasn’t the only problem. It was...more. Stiles...Stiles was more. It 
was...comforting. That was the word that Derek would use. It was strange as well. When the 
alpha had met him, the man was dark and twisted. Bathed in malice and cruelty. Almost as 
dark and senseless as Deucalion was. But with the pup, Stiles seemed to come to life. Seemed 
to bloom. In a way. 


Derek had been ready to shit himself. The alpha had no intentions of leaving the pup 
behind, and made sure his betas knew that it would be a joint effort. They had struggled right 
out of the damn gate. Being completely and utterly clueless about the entire thing. But with 
Stiles...the pup seemed to settle into his new home. Wanting to be nowhere but his arms. 
Even Derek, the alpha, should have been able to evoke some kind of comfort in the pup. 
Given that he was a wolf, and that meant, since the pup was a beta, he should have been able 
to do something. 


The opposite was in fact true. Derek seemed only to be around the pup by proximity. 
Stiles, on the other hand, he was able to feed, bathe, change and more with him. He had 
decided, for the time being, to name the pup Micha. Derek had no objections. Given that the 
man had saved their collective asses. But that wasn’t the only thing. 


The betas seemed to gravitate towards the man. They seemed drawn to him. Almost as 
much as Derek was. Which was strange. He wasn’t pack. Not by a longshot. The alpha had 
simply granted the man asylum as repayment for saving Peter. Yet, Isaac, Erica, and Boyd 
acted like he was already one of them. Hell, even Cora, perpetually sour faced and ill- 
tempered, seemed slightly warm towards him. And that was saying something. 


He felt...he felt like he belonged. Even if he didn’t realize it. Even if he didn’t act like it. 
The betas, his sister, they acted like he was one them. They, not so subtly scent marked him. 
Derek got onto them about that. It was good that they were being friendly. That they were 
acting like absolutely nothing was wrong, but Stiles wasn’t pack. More importantly, he was 
human. He didn’t understand the way wolves lived, and Derek wasn’t going to ask him to. 


Things were going slightly okay. Derek would admit that. The raid was successful. They 
had captured plenty of supplies, and with winter on its way, they needed it. Things hit the fan 
when Stiles walked up to Derek. A perturbed look on his face. He was very clearly irritated. 
Derek didn’t have time to ask him why. He made it quite clear. 


“Why are you all touching me?” He asked harshly. 
“J... They think your pack. They think you’re one of us.”” Derek explained. 


“I’m not. At all, dude.” Stiles snapped. 


“You are in the instinctive sense. Especially with Micha. You care for him as if he was your 
own. You care for the others if you had known them for years.” The alpha offered. 


“This isn’t my home. Well, it is, but not since you guys took things over.” Stiles 
said disheartened. 


Derek flinched back at that. When the war first started, when things were at their absolute 
worst, Beacon Hills had become a center of conflict. At least, for the first week. The hunters 
had tried to make a foothold. To make themselves a base of operations. Unfortunately, that 
didn’t work out in their favor. 


The then sheriff, John Stilinski, would not allow them to make themselves known. He and 
his deputies made them run with their tails between their legs. Unfortunately for the good 
sheriff, that didn’t work out in his favor. Your garden variety cop had no clue about 
werewolves, nor how to even begin how to fight them. 


The sheriff evacuated the country rather quickly. Derek was among the first alphas to 
settle in the territory. More specifically, Beacon Hills. Deucalion, Ennis, Kali, Ethan, and 
Aiden followed not long after. That's when the raids started. After that, things escalated. 
Derek only wanted to wipe out the threats. To wipe out the hunters that were a danger to 
them. Deucalion and company were different. Humans were only good for two things. Being 
dead, or being turned for fodder. Nothing else. 


The casualties were minimum when they took over the county. To Derek’s knowledge, the 
good sheriff made it out alive, and was still human. To his knowledge. He had informed 
Stiles of that, but the magic user hadn’t taken much heart to it. Given that there was telling 
where his father was. Or if he was even alive. If he had been killed by wolves, starved, 
murdered by thieves...Derek didn’t bring the matter up after that. He wanted Stiles to feel 
comfortable here. For him to feel, however small a part, that this was his home. 


This, of course, was easier said than done. Stiles hadn’t left the house once since his 
arrival. Derek did not keep him inside. In fact, the man seemed to prefer it that way. The 
alpha knew as to why. It wasn’t because Stiles considered himself to be pack, or the fact that 
he was comfortable around them. It was because he knew. He knew that some of the other 
wolves here; more specifically some of the other alphas, were not as gracious as Derek was. 


That came to a head after a week or so when his front door opened. Derek’s hackles 
raised in an instant. Alphas. There was only one group that would be so brazen and 
disrespectful as to enter another alpha’s den with no notice, or even so much as a knock. 
Deucalion was the same as the last time Derek had laid eyes on him. Sauve. Almost delicate 
looking. With an aura of murder hanging over him that would have drowned the sun. 


Ennis’ massive form trailed behind him, and behind Ennis, Kali. They were oddly in sync 
with each other, and often took down enemies together. Not because they needed the power 
of working together, but because they enjoyed it. 


After that, the twins. Of the group of alphas, Derek was actually almost amicable with 
Ethan and Aiden. At the very least, they seemed less inclined to murder, mayhem, and 
general destruction than the other three. That being said, they were no less violent 


or predispositioned to out and out kill someone if they felt slighted. They just operated on a 
slightly less sensitive trigger than the rest of their little group. 


“Derek, good to see you.” Deucalion said softly. As if it was meant to be pleasant. 
“You could have knocked.” The alpha spat back. 


“Now, now. We’ve been working together long enough that you should expect us. Why, I 
dare say we’re almost friends.” The older alpha purred. 


Derek felt part of him cringe at the word ‘friend’. Deucalion and his lot had no friends. They 
only had people they hadn’t killed yet. They only had people who served a purpose. They 
only had people that were either cannon fodder, or for amusement. Not friends, and Derek 
certainly wasn’t in the mood to be categorized as such. 


“What do you want?” Derek hissed. He wasn’t in the mood for this. 


“Oh, interesting whispers, Derek. Interesting whispers. That you brought back a cub, and 
with it, the man who has been making those blasted collars.” Deucalion said dropping his 
charm. 


“He healed Peter. I granted him asylum. Anything else?” Derek asked impatiently. 


“Now, Derek. You know as good as I this cannot stand. He must be punished.” Deucalion 
said. 


The alpha growled. Viciously. The man wanted blood. Not because he had any form of 
morality, or sense of justice. But because it was just an excuse to kill something. 
That something being Stiles. Derek would defend the man as best he could. But even with the 
absolute best circumstances, there was no way that he could take Deucalion in a head-to- 
head fight. Let alone the other four. And, as it turned out, he wouldn’t have to. 


“T just got Micha to go to sleep. So, 1f you don’t mind, be quiet.” Said Stiles entering the 
living room. 


““Ah...there he is. I was expecting...well...you are on the young side.” Deucalion said 
completely ignoring Derek’s display of aggression. 


“You're not welcome here, if you hadn’t taken the hint. But since Derek isn’t the type, I'll 
say it for him. Get the fuck out.” Stiles said harshly. Derek felt his heart leap into his throat. 


“Oh, sassy. I like that. Better for when they’re broken. Ennis, if you would.” Deucalion 
said waving towards Stiles. 


“Derek, quick question, am I allowed to kill him?” Stiles asked. 


The alpha looked at the other man. Completely dumbfounded. Here he was. Presented 
with the five deadliest, most murderous alphas on the west coast, and he hadn’t even blinked. 
Hadn't even so much as fucking flinched. The alpha was genuinely impressed. As well as 
terrified. 


“Just don’t get any blood or viscera on the carpet.” Derek said. 


Stiles smiled wickedly. Like the devil. Wide, and full of teeth. Derek stepped the side as 
Ennis charged forward. No doubt getting ready to maim Stiles. Only, he didn’t get the 
chance. As before he had even taken a paltry five steps, Ennis collapsed on the ground. 
Completely still. He wasn’t dead, but he certainly was down for the count. That's when Kali 
tried. This time, Deucalion stopped her. For the first time since Derek had met the man, he 
was afraid. Deucalion, the Demon Wolf, was afraid. 


That was a fuck of a thing to consider. Given that the man was the deadliest thing in 
California. Hell, on the west coast. To see the man, standing in the flesh, afraid a mere 
human, Derek wondered if the other alpha knew something that he didn’t. Sure, Stiles had 
magic. He had powers that they didn’t understand, and couldn’t defend against. But still, it 
was Deucalion. He was never afraid of anything. 


“Now, you clearly haven’t lived in a house with an infant, so you aren’t familiar with 
them. So, when you come and visit, take this into consideration. Keep your ass in line, or I'll 
damn well do it for you.” Stiles spat. 


“That was...interesting. Tell me, how did you do that?” Deucalion asked. 


“Wouldn’t you like to know. Although, if you’re that curious, I can give you another 
demonstration.” Stiles smiled that smile. The predatory one. It looked oddly like a wolf’s. 


Deucalion didn’t say anything after that. He simply ordered Ethan and Aiden to pick up 
Ennis’ unconscious form. Literally dragging him out of the house. Kali glared daggers at 
Stiles the entire time. Derek knew, she wanted his blood on her claws. And she would get it 
whenever she saw the opportunity given to her. 


The alpha turned to thank Stiles. To ask him how he did what he did. Only, he didn’t get 
the chance. Because as soon as he turned to face the other man, Stiles had gone white in the 
face. His eyes fluttered, and danced in his head. His balance faltered, and Derek barely had 
time to catch him as he keeled over. 


Chapter End Notes 


Terrible, but somewhat better things to come. Thanks for reading, and as always, much 
love. 


Chapter 4 


Chapter Notes 
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See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Stiles was strange. He was in a strange place. It was that strange place where he wasn’t 
completely asleep. Nor was he completely asleep either. Indeed, it was a strange place. He 
could feel someone, or rather, a number of someones next to him. He knew that he was lying 
down. It felt...soft. Warm. He was comfortable. If nothing else. Which was a bonus. But he 
didn’t get much beyond that. 


The someones around him shifted and moved ever so slightly. They were asleep. All the 
way. He could tell from the way they moved. It was irregular, and random. But he didn’t have 
enough consciousness to tell much else of anything. Voices seemed cracked and distorted. 
Rather like static on an old tv antenna. It was strange. Strange indeed. 


He doesn't know how long he stays in this strange state of being. Half awake, half asleep. 
Unable to move or speak. Only knowing he was still alive because he could feel the warmth 
of others around him. That he could feel his chest expand and fall as he breathed. That he 
could feel his heartbeat. It was slow and steady and even. He was safe. He was safe. For now. 


He hadn’t given much thought to anything when he had used the magic that he did. That 
hulking jackass of a werewolf had deserved far, far worse. But, then again, he was living 
under Derek’s roof. Under his protection. Stiles had been more than willing to make things 
bloody. To make them horrible. Horrible beyond measure. But the alpha had been downed 
without any of that at Derek’s request. Turns out, that had backfired somehow. Only, the 
problem was, he didn’t know how. 


Stiles’ mother had died when he was eleven. She hadn’t had much time to teach him. He 
had barely learned what his magic could do when she died. He was spending all his time and 
mental energy dealing with that. What he did learn, what little it was, came from 
experimentation. Trying things out at random and seeing if anything actually happened. Some 
worked, some didn’t. That's when the war came. It started off far away. In the big, more 
populated cities. Beacon Hills was a country town compared to them. 


Stiles had always known that there were things that went bump in the night. Hell, he had 
magic. So it stood to logic and reason that things like him, or adjacent, existed. That came to 
the truth with the reality of those who killed them. Namely, the hunters. His magic was 
prized, despised, and coveted all in the same moment. And that, unfortunately had led to his 
imprisonment. 


He doesn’t know how long he had been held captive in that place. By that foul woman. He 
knew that he was sixteen at the time, and he didn’t set foot outside while he was there. Not 
once did he see the sky, or feel the breeze. The days and nights blurred into incoherence. 
Much like how he felt now. Time seemed to stretch and bend and snap. He didn’t know what 
was going on, but unlike when the woman held him captive, he was safe. For now. 


‘For now.’ The words bounced around his head like a ball on a court. Up and down. Left 
and right. ‘For now.’ He didn’t know much about the war. How it started. Who were the good 
guys. Who were the villains. All he had was himself and his magic. That meant he wasn’t 
trusted by anyone or anything for that matter. Maybe his father. That was it. Perhaps others 
who had talents like him. From what that woman said, he would be treated quite badly by 
those in the outside world. 


That hadn’t been the case. Peter aside, Derek and his betas had been rather good towards 
him. Hell, he would even dare use the word kind. But he could tell, there was a lingering fear. 
He could see it in their eyes. The only reason they did as they did, was because their alpha 
told him to. Stiles’ safety, as well as its shelf life, was contingent on Derek’s mercy. On 
Derek’s kindness. On his whim. 


It was rather obvious that he was the exception. Given the parade of alphas that had come 
barging in his house. Wanting nothing less than Stiles’ blood and death. Painfully to, from 
what he could gather. They had learned that he was responsible for making the collars. The 
collars which had been used on captive werewolves, and made them into slaves. Into 
whipped dogs for the hunters. To do what they willed, as they willed it. Stiles understood 
their anger. He also that it didn’t matter worth a shit. 


They had tortured him. Beat him. Starved him. Locked him in a cage. Thrown him into 
darkness for days unknown. And when he finally made one, using the magic he had, forced 
and threatened, the first thing that woman did was put it on him. The beatings didn’t stop. 


He had every desire to kill that alpha that had been ordered to charge him. Technically, he 
did kill him. Technically. For a second or two. That had backfired tremendously. Now, he was 
in his current predicament. Lying in someone’s bed. Unable to move or speak or do anything. 
Until, after being lost in anger, confusion, and general madness, he opened his eyes. 


The lights weren’t all that bright, but given that he had been asleep, or rather unconscious, 
for an unknown amount of time, it felt like he was staring into the sun. He actually grunts as 
he tries to move. There is a persistent, throbbing ache throughout his body. That wasn’t why 
couldn’t move though. He couldn’t move because someone was wrapped around him. Arms 
encircling his shoulders. Face pressed into the crook of his neck. 


He looks down to see a rather attractive woman. Erica, if he remembered her name 
correctly. Stiles felt his heart shoot into his throat. His skin goes hot and he feels a tingle in a 
most unfortunate place. He starts squirming and that, dammit, was enough to rouse the 
sleeping werewolf. 


“Oh, you’re awake!” She says cheerfully, as if nothing was wrong. 


“What happened?” Stiles asked, trying to hide his ‘situation’. 


“Well, after you sent the alpha pack running with their tails between their legs, 
you kinda passed out. You’ve been asleep for two days.” Erica explained. 


“Ah. Okay. Next question, why are we in bed together?” Stiles asked hesitantly. 


“It’s a wolf thing. A pack thing.” The she-wolf said like it made any sense to anyone but 
her. 


Stiles cocked his head to the side. Questioning just what in the hell was going on. Because he 
was a human. Granted, he had magic, but human he remained. Given that, saying it was a 
‘pack’ thing meant less than nothing to him. 


“Okay...Little bit more of an explanation please.” Stiles said. 


“When wolves are hurt or sick, or just sad, we sleep with each other. Well, not that kind of 
sleep with each other. It helps with the healing process. Me and Isaac have been taking 
turns.” Erica explained. 


Stiles felt his face go even hotter. His tingling now acting up in force. The idea that he had 
been cuddled by strangers did...it didn’t upset him as it should have. Especially when they 
were rather attractive strangers. Thankfully, Erica was fully clothed, as was he. So, no bad 
touching happened. Which was nice. Didn't help the current situation, though. Which was 
getting worse by the second. 


“Thanks, I guess.” Stiles mumbled. 


“Oh my god, that’s adorable. No need to be embarrassed. We’re all animals, so don’t feel 
bad about it.” Erica giggled. 


“T..I...what...” Stiles sputtered. 


“Relax, dude. In case you didn’t know, werewolves can smell that kinda thing. I’m 
flattered, but I’m already spoken for. Though, if you want, there are about two dozen wolves 
here who would gladly jump your bones.” The she-wolf said with a shit eating grin. 


Stiles felt his face go impossibly hotter. He all but jumped away from Erica. The she-wolf, 
damn her, just pulled him closer. Rubbing her face alongside his neck. Laughing like a damn 
schoolgirl. Despite his protests, she vastly outclassed him in strength, and she continued to 
tease him. That's when he heard a telltale screech. Stiles had never been so grateful for a 
crying baby in his damn life. 


Erica, just as surprised by the sound, loosened her grip. Allowing Stiles to escape. Which 
he did. At a breakneck pace. He all but flies out of the room. Towards the sound of a crying 
Micha. Boyd was standing in the middle of the living room. Bouncing him up and down. 
Trying, desperately trying, to get the child to cease his fussing. 


Stiles doesn’t say anything. He just takes Micha from the other man. Gently pressing the 
babe to his chest. Muttering under his breath. Within less than a minute, the fussing had all 
but stopped. Micha pressed further into Stiles’ chest. Nuzzling until he was comfortable. 


Content. Happy. After another few minutes, Micha was all but asleep. Perfectly content with 
being in Stiles’ arms. 


“T swear, you’re a witch, and it has nothing to do with your magic. I tried everything. 
Feeding. Changing. Bathing. Burping. All of it. Then, three seconds with you, and he goes 
quiet.” Boyd said collapsing on the couch. 


“Babies are comforted by the sound of heartbeats. They develop hearing them in the womb. 
Try that next time. Help him feel safe.” Stiles explained. 


“T think he just doesn't like us. Cubs rarely like anyone outside their pack. It's instinct.” 
Boyd says exasperated. 


“Well, try harder. I can’t be on call all the time. I’m like eighteen, I think. Way too young to 
be a dad.” Stiles said sitting down next to Boyd. 


“What do you mean, you think?” Erica asked. 


“T don’t know how long that bitch held me captive there. All I know was that I was sixteen 
when I was taken, and I never once saw the outside while I was there.” Stiles said sharply. 


There was a tense, thick silence that fell over everyone in the room. Boyd actually flinched 
back. Erica started shaking. She was visibly angry. Which was a surprise. Stiles figured that 
they only cared about him as much as their alpha did. Which, for the moment, seemed to be 
at the bare minimum. Speaking of, the aforementioned alpha came walking in through the 
front door. That wasn’t the problem. 


Waking up to Erica lying in bed with him, wrapped around his shoulders, her face buried 
in his neck had been bad enough. It had been embarrassing enough. Now, here came Derek 
Hale. Walking in. Naked as the day he was born. Strutting over to the kitchen. Snatching a 
bottle of water from the fridge. Drinking like a man that had been trapped in the desert. Stiles 
tried not to pay attention to the way his throat bobbed as he swallowed. He tried not to pay 
attention to a lot of things currently happening with Derek Hale. 


Especially when the alpha took notice of him. Eyebrows moving into his forehead. Saying 
a dozen different things before the man came walking over. Still completely naked. As if it 
was a perfectly normal thing to do. Which it fucking wasn’t. Neither was what was currently 
going on with Stiles’ dick. He had enough of that already. Derek wasn’t helping a goddamn 
thing. 


“You should be resting.” The alpha said stopping just a few feet away. 


The man scents the air. Damn werewolf senses. Alphas, from what Stiles understood, had 
even better senses than the betas did. Which meant Derek knew damn good and well what 
was going on with his dick. In fact, he actively seemed to know it. Because the man’s eyes 
turned red, and he growled low in his throat. Fuck his life, Stiles shouldn’t have found that 
attractive. 


“Micha was crying, and according to Boyd, he doesn't like any of you.” Stiles said 
keeping his eyes firmly on the man’s face. 


“That’s true. Cubs are instinctually inclined to fear other wolves outside their pack. Micha 
feels safe with you because you aren’t a wolf, and he hasn’t accepted me as his new alpha.” 
Derek explained. 


“He’s barely a year old, dude. Of course he hasn’t accepted you as his 
alpha.” Stiles snarked. 


“Cubs know who their alpha is, and who isn’t. It’s just their instincts. As long as he sees me 
as a threat, he won’t be comfortable around any of us. He can smell that I’m the alpha to 
Isaac, Erica, and Boyd. He likes you though.” The alpha said shrugging his damn shoulders. 
Those perfect, broad shoulders. 


“Like I told tall, dark, and handsome, I’m not anybody’s parent, sourwolf.” Stiles said 
while readjusting his hold on Micha. 


“Don’t call me that.” The alpha warned. 
“Whatever you say, sourwolf.” Stiles said. 


Derek doesn’t make any further comments. He just turns on his heel. Moving towards the 
back of the house. Hopefully, to put on some damn clothes. Stiles felt like he was going to 
explode at this point. However long that woman had him held captive aside, he was in a 
house full of stupidly attractive werewolves. All of whom could smell and hear a hundred 
times better than he could. Which meant that he wasn’t going to be getting any relief, any 
time soon. 


He squirmed a bit where he was sitting. Trying to hide the full blown hard on he had 
popped after Derek came walking in. Stiles had kept it PG as best he could. Not looking 
where he shouldn’t have. That didn’t help anything. Even if he didn’t peep the goods, Derek 
was still a fucking specimen, and Stiles was only human. That's when he heard Erica’s giggle. 
That damn giggle. 


“One word, just one, and I won’t pick up Micha for a week.” Stiles threatened. 
“You forget, you’ll have to listen to him scream along with us.” Erica said cheekily. 

“You forget, I can use my magic to make it where I can’t hear him.” Stiles retorted. 
“Oh, you evil bastard.” Erica hissed. 


It was his turn to smile like an asshole. Erica didn’t seem like a bad person. Not at all, but 
the she-wolf certainly had a mischievous streak. As well as a penchant for teasing. Stiles 
could tolerate that. To a point. But he wasn’t about to be chided and made fun of for being 
horny. That was something that he couldn’t necessarily help. And, according to Erica, 
everyone in the house could literally smell it. 


That was just a minor problem amongst an impressively long list. Chief among them, 
how the hell was he supposed to raise a kid? The only reason that he knew as much as he did 
was because he took a Life Science elective in his freshman year. It was basic sex and 
childcare stuff. Not all that impressive. The second problem, was that Micha was a werewolf. 
Stiles was not. In fact, there was no logical reason for the kid to like him over the others. 


Then again, Stiles wasn’t a baby werewolf who had been held captive and collared. The 
kid had no sense of reason or logic bouncing around in his head. Like Derek said, it was 
instinct. Instinct above all else. And the greatest instinct of any living creature, human or 
werewolf, was to continue living. To stay alive. And, for whatever reason, in the deepest, 
most animal parts of Micha’s brain, he felt that Stiles was the best option for that. 


He wanted to help. He really, honestly did. But he had no intention of staying here. Not 
with these people. Beacon Hills wasn’t his home anymore. His father had evacuated the 
entire county. Well, he had tried. Beacon Hills was certainly empty. Save for the werewolves 
that had taken over. Stiles had no considerations towards revenge. According to Derek, none 
of the townspeople had died, or were forcibly turned. At the very least, he said that his father 
had escaped. 


He could live with that. He could cling to the hope that his father was alive and well 
somewhere. Holding on with Melissa and Scott. Lydia and the others. That's what Stiles 
wanted to believe. Because...because he didn’t know what else he could do. There wasn’t 
anything he could do. Nothing. Because, all he had was out in the world. It may or may not 
still be there. So, he was going to go with the latter. 


He is broken out of his melancholy by the arrival of one Peter Hale. The man had 
dispersed most of his hostility since Stiles’ arrival. Most being the operative word. Stiles got 
the feeling that, amongst all the wolves in the house, Peter leaned the quickest towards death, 
murder, and violence in general. Stiles made sure to stay wary of him. Even more so when 
the man dismissed Erica and Boyd. 


The both of them looked at Stiles, then, at each other. Before then departing. It was 
obvious that Peter held seniority and rank over them. Stiles knew that the man wasn’t stupid 
enough to try and kill him right in the living room. And Stiles wasn’t stupid enough to 
believe that Peter had his best interests at heart. Or, was entirely trustworthy. The only reason 
he hadn’t killed him, was because Derek stayed his uncle’s hand. 


“We need to talk.” With those four words, Stiles felt that, somewhere, someone had just 
signed a warrant for his death. 


Chapter End Notes 


That was just delightful. Next chapter, Stiles learns a bit more about werewolves. And 
maybe, himself. 


Chapter 5 


Chapter Notes 


Little bit of angst. Little bit of fluff. Enjoy 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Stiles didn’t really have any reason to be afraid of Peter Hale. At least, not in theory. Given 
that he was strong enough in his magic to kill the man. At least, as long as he could clearly 
see him, and not be taken by surprise. Surprise was removed when the man plan, out and out 
said that they needed to talk. Especially given that he had done so in front of Erica. As well 
as the fact that he was currently holding Micha. Peter could be a vicious bastard from what 
Stiles could tell, but even he wouldn’t try to commit murder with a child in someone’s arms. 


Given the fact that they were at war with each other, and the only reason Stiles was still 
intact and breathing was because of Derek. Peter seemed to be far more interested in 
removing anything and everything that could be a threat. Which Stiles’ was. Magic was 
magic, and wolves did not like it. Given that they could not defend against it. As exampled 
by his flooring of the Hulk alpha the had tried to kill him. 


It seemed that, amongst the Hale wolves, Peter was the quickest to distrust, hate, fear, and 
be ready to kill. Stiles had no doubt that the man would end his life if given the opportunity. 
So, the fact that he was approaching things in a semi-amicable fashion was something close 
to a surprise. In fact, Stiles couldn’t actively feel any hostility from him. Like, at all. So, that 
was a good start. 


Peter jerked his head. A silent command for Erica to leave. The she-wolf all but leaps off 
the couch. She may have been found of Stiles. That seemed to be true enough, but in terms of 
the wolves, and where they ranked, Peter was clearly above her. Therefore, obeying an order 
was just a matter of principal. So, Stiles was left alone with a slumbering Micha. The kid 
didn’t even seemed fazed by the fact that Stiles was currently dripping with anxiety. 


“I'd prefer it if you didn’t wake him.” Stiles said as Peter continued to glare at him. 


“T’ll try my best. The cub seems to have imprinted on you. Which was to be expected.” Peter 
commented. 


“His name is Micha. Not ‘the cub’. And what do you mean, expected?” Stiles asked. 


“Cubs, not having developed yet, rely on their instincts. Micha, as you call him, rejected all 
of us. None of us could settle him. Not even Derek, and he’s the alpha. But you, you give 
away more of yourself than you realize.” Peter explained like it meant something. 


Stiles bit the corner of his lip without meaning to. He had spent god knows how many years 
under that woman’s thumb. Beaten. Starved. Locked in the dark. Denied water to drink and to 
bathe. There was no reason that he owed these people any part of himself. At all. He was 
grateful to Derek and to Deaton for saving him. For keeping him alive, and giving him a 
place to rest his head. He was, but that gratitude had a rather short leash. One that could, in 
fact, be used to choke him. 


“Meaning?” Stiles asked viciously. 


“Micha feels safe with you because, one, you are human. Two, you are stronger than any of 
us. That's what his instincts tell him. They tell him to fear other wolves that are not his 
parents, and to respect power. You are, in fact, more powerful than Derek.” Peter said. 


“Doubt that.” Stiles snapped. 


“Power takes a great number of shapes. Your magic allows you to ‘bind’ and ‘unbind’ things. 
Wolves, alphas, are strong yes. I assure you, if you were weaker than Derek, then what you 
did to Ennis would not have been possible.” Peter said firmly. 


Stiles silently cursed himself for that. Granted, he didn’t regret it. He had just gotten Micha to 
settle down and go to sleep. A feet that only he seemed to be able to do consistently. He 
hadn’t meant to go quite that far. But he had been pissed and he didn’t like the alphas that 
showed up. With once glance, Stiles could tell. They were just as bad, if not worse, than the 
hunters. That being said, apparently, he had paid for it. 


“What did you do, by the way?” Peter asked breaking him out of his train of thought. 


“IT may have temporarily disconnected his brain stem from the rest of his nervous system.” 
Stiles explained. 


“That...that would have killed him.” Peter said going white in the face. 
“Only for a second or so. Like I said, temporarily.” 


It was very clear that the other man certainly didn’t like Stiles even more now. Maybe, just 
maybe, he was afraid of him. Given in which the ease that he had said that he’d killed 
someone. Even it was only by a technicality. Stiles may have been damaged and somewhat 
broken. There was no denying that. That woman, Kate if he remembered correctly, had seen 
to that. Her men had seen to that. 


He wouldn’t deny the deep, dark pleasure he took in watching her helpless. The way it felt 
when he snapped that damn collar around her neck. How she ran for her life as Peter gave 
chase. Knowing damn good and well that she was going to die a slow, painful, and horrible 
death. Normal, healthy people didn’t feel that way. Didn't take pleasure in feeling that way. 


It made sense for Peter to be afraid of him. To be wary of him. But Stiles wasn’t 
a psychopath. He had no intention of harming anyone that did not want to harm him. 
Deucalion and his lot were dead set on just that. So, he may have gone a bit overboard on the 
dramatics. For which he was no paying for. His stomach was still a bit upset. 


“T take it that I can trust you in not doing that to any of us?” Peter asked 
“You planning on killing me any time soon?” Stiles retorted. 


“Fair. Derek has granted you asylum, and you’re good with Micha. Plus, you’re powerful. 
Having you as addition to the pack would be a boon. Though, if I might make a suggestion.” 
The man offered. 


“Shoot.” Stiles said adjusting Micha ever so slightly. 


“Submit to Derek. Officially, I mean. Be accepted into the pack. It would solve several of 
your problems.” The man said like it was the easiest thing in the world. 


Stiles felt his face go hot, but unlike earlier, it had nothing to do with his downstairs. No, this 
was plain, simple anger. Rage, more accurately. He felt his head start to pound. His heart beat 
like a drum in his chest. The tips of his fingers burned. Like he could cast magic as easily as 
he would have flicked his wrist. Peter flinched back. Stiles was willing to admit it. He liked 
the fact that the man was afraid of him. 


“T will never submit to anyone. That bitch stole years from me. Years. I’m grateful for 
Derek keeping me safe, and giving me shelter. But I am no one’s fucking pet.” Stiles 
spat venomously. 


“No, not as a pet. As a part of his pack. Everyone submits. Isaac, Erica, Boyd, Cora, and 
Laura. Even me. He is our alpha, and we answer to him. That does not mean we are lesser 
than him.” Peter tried to explain. 


Stiles had plenty of things that he wanted to snap back with. Only, he didn’t get the 
chance. Derek walked into the living room. Thankfully, this time, he was fully clothed, and 
Stiles managed to breathe a sigh of relief. Especially since he was already on edge with 
talking with Peter. Erica had said that werewolves could smell ‘that’ kind of thing. Which 
meant that everyone and their mother knew about his downstairs situation. Thankfully, no 
one seemed too keen on mentioning it. 


Deaton breaks his train of thought and mortification by grabbing his head. Looking him 
intensely in the eyes. Turning his head side to side. Up and down. Stiles, not knowing what 
else to do, endures the man’s ministrations. Silently complying as the man wordlessly 
observes whatever he was observing. Which, granted, made sense. Given that Erica had said 
that he was asleep for two days. 


“Well, you are certainly a surprise. I expected you to be out for at least another day.” 
Deaton said offhandedly. 


“Any particular reason I can’t seem to stay awake after using magic, Doc?” Stiles asked 
jokingly. 


“Firstly, my name is Alan Deaton, not Doc. Secondly, you were held captive and 
essentially enslaved for an indeterminate amount of time. Given that knowledge, it is entirely 


feasible that your body needs more time to recover before you try any magic that is overly 
complex or difficult.” 


Stiles hated Deaton’s vibe. It was very smart-assy and know-it-all. That being said, his 
mother had died before she could teach him about their magic and what it meant. How it 
worked, and what they could do. So, he had no real basis for this kind of thing. He had a 
bare minimum of understanding and comprehension of what his magic could do. So, for the 
moment, he had no other choice but to trust in Deaton, and listen to what the man had to say. 
Even if he didn’t particularly enjoy it. 


“Perhaps, Derek, I could school Mr. Stilinski on the basics of magic, and, hopefully, help 
him determine his limits. That way, we can, in the future, avoid such circumstances.” Deaton 
said looking towards the alpha. 


Stiles looks towards Derek as well. He turns his attention towards Peter. The beta simply 
shrugs his shoulders. As if this has nothing to do with him. Which, in reality, was the truth. 
Stiles was not a part of this pack, and, therefore, no one but Derek had any real authority to 
make decisions regarding his future among them. So, up to the big man it was. The alpha 
simply grunts in wordless approval. Sauntering away without another word. Just in time for 
Micha to start fussing. Stiles knew the sound of a hungry baby when he heard it. Magic 
lessons could wait. 


38 2K ok 


Derek was, for all intents and purposes, on edge. Namely, Deucalion. The bastard had come 
strutting into his home, his den, with no regard for the matter whatsoever. Alphas were all 
territorial. Hell, that was just werewolves in general. That was their base instinct and drive. 
So, for another alpha, several alphas at that, to barge into his home...Derek wanted nothing 
more than to rip them all into tiny little pieces. 


He didn’t get the chance. Given that Stiles had floored Ennis as quickly as a man could 
blink. That was the first problem. The second was that the man fell unconscious for two days. 
With no real explanation as to why. Deaton was their emissary, and he had magic. But not in 
the way Stiles had magic, according to the man. 


Deaton’s magic was a learned practice. To be a part of nature, to be a part of balance, and 
be balanced in return. Stiles, according to Deaton, was born with magic. A natural, possibly 
inherited part of himself. Therefore, in Deaton’s eyes, an element of chaos. An element of 
unbalance. As such, he did not fully understand what was happening with the man. Derek 
could only ask his betas to keep watch over him. 


He had taken time to run. Shifting into his wolf and just charging out into the preserve. It 
was relaxing in a deep, primal kind of way. Something that satisfied the animal side of him. 
He enjoyed it. Even if he had ten thousand things to worry about at any given moment. When 
he returns, Stiles is awake. Seemingly well. Holding on a drowsy looking Micha. Being 
intently watched by Erica and Boyd. Derek makes a point to ignore the way the other man’s 


heartbeat increases. The way his scent goes thick and heavy with lust. That wasn’t his 
business. 


He summons Deaton not long after. Which turned out to be the right thing to do. The 
emissary suggests that Stiles learn a bit more about his magic. Given that he had now 
lost consciousness twice in the last week. Both times after using his magic. Derek agrees. 
Walking away. Giving Stiles the proper, and justifiable space that he needed. 


The alpha was at a loss for what to do with the man. It was very clear that he did not, in 
any way, feel welcome here. So, he wanted to make sure that he didn’t feel smothered by 
Derek, or the betas. He was already shouldering a massive amount of responsibility with the 
cub. Who had, despite everyone’s best efforts, taking an instant liking to Stiles. 


In the back of Derek’s mind, he knew that the longer Stiles stayed with them, the more 
likely it would be that Micha would see him as the alpha. And, in turn, no longer be 
distressed by Derek, or the betas taking care of him. As much as the alpha appreciated Stiles’ 
efforts in rearing the cub, it was not his responsibility. It was Derek’s. That wasn’t the only 
problem. 


Derek considered himself to be a reasonable, level headed man. Even with all the chaos, 
turmoil, grief, and loss over the last several years, he had done surprisingly well. He was 
never meant to be alpha. That was Laura’s post. That was her duty. No one knew why he had 
the mantle passed to him, but he didn’t have to dwell on it. He was alpha, and there was no 
changing that. That being said, Stiles made him...restless. 


For one, in part, because of his magic. That wild, strange thing that no one, not even 
Deaton, fully understood. Second, because of what had been done to him. Men who endured 
what Stiles had endured rarely, if ever, went back to the way they used to be. The world that 
they had inhabited broke them a hundred different ways. Derek wondered, often pondered, 
what Stiles may have been like before. Before the war. Before Kate. Before everything. He 
didn’t let himself dwell on it for too terribly long. 


The last thing that bothered him, that made his skin prickle and his face go hot, was Stiles 
himself. Derek was an alpha, and, as such, had the same lust and drives as any other alpha. 
But Stiles...Stiles was...damn. That was the only word for it. Damn. The reaction that Derek 
had when the man’s scent hit his nose. The way he handled Micha so well. Those long, clever 
fingers. The veins that crawled and thumped upwards on his strong looking forearms. And 
the way he smelled when he was aroused... 


Derek was ashamed to admit it, but he had to go and jerk off the first time he smelled what 
Stiles was like when he was horny. It was such deep, thick, masculine musk. Almost like that 
of another alpha. In a certain kind of way. He could feel his wolf rumble with desire and the 
sheer fucking want of it made his head spin. He was just as horny as the next guy, but 
Stiles...Stiles brought out the worst parts of his sex drive. 


Determined to keep himself cordial and respectful, Derek keeps his distance. Giving Stiles 
a due, and proper amount of space. Given that the man would more than likely string Derek 
up by his balls if he even gave the smallest hint of his attraction. Thankfully, much to his 


immense relief, his betas stayed in line. Erica was a particularly stressful worry in that regard. 
The she-wolf was terrible about keeping what needed to be left unsaid, unsaid. 


That became his routine for the next week. Be the alpha. Take care of business. Look 
after his betas and his family. Let Deaton teach Stiles magic. Furiously jerk himself off 
whenever the pent-up sexual frustration became too much. Simple and easy. Aggravating as 
all hell, but simple and easy. At least, it was for a little while. Then, as the universe usually 
did, Derek was thrown for something of a curveball. And, of course, that curveball came in 
the form of Stiles. More accurately, it came in the form of Stiles having a fit. 


He hears a rather undignified shout coming from the back of the house. After which was 
the furious thundering of footsteps. Derek hardly had any time to process before Stiles came 
stomping into the living room. Face twisted in what was obviously aggravation and irritation. 
Holding a fussy, slightly squirmy Micha. 


“That’s it, ’m done!” Stiles shouted without an explanation. 
“Stiles, what’s....” 


Derek didn’t get a chance to finish his question before the other man snatched his wrist. 
The alpha goes stone still, and hardly fucking breathes. It was the first time that Stiles 
touched him, and, in truth, his wolf wanted Stiles to touch him in a very different, more 
intimate way. That being said, what Stiles does with his hand does feel rather intimate. 


He forcibly wraps Derek fingers around the center of his throat. Gently, mind you, but the 
gesture makes Derek shiver all the same. He growls low in his throat. A deep, animal thing 
that any wolf within earshot would understand. But not Stiles. Stiles couldn’t understand. The 
alpha could feel the man’s heartbeat thrumming underneath his fingers. Which didn’t help 
anything. 


“There, Micha, see? Alpha. Alpha. Alpha good. Alpha safe.” Stiles said looking towards 
the cub. 


It took Derek a second to realize what was happening, but when he finally did, it made 
perfect sense. Stiles was trying to get Micha to understand that Derek was the alpha. That he 
was the one in charge of keeping them safe. Of keeping them protected. Though, he didn’t 
know if it would actually work. Much to his surprise, Micha hiccupped once, then giggled. 
Smiling and laughing. 


“Thank fuck, your turn.” Stiles said handing Micha to Derek. 
“What...” The alpha started to ask. 


“Nope, I’m done playing werewolf nanny. I haven’t had a break from him except for the 
times when I passed out. Don’t like it, tough shit. I’m taking a nap.” 


Stiles didn’t give the alpha any time to respond. In essence, that wasn’t necessarily a bad 
thing. One, he was still reeling from the fact that Micha had accepted him as his alpha. 
However small that acceptance may be. Secondly, and more pressingly, because Stiles had 


just made a gesture of submission. He had, in effect, declared himself to be Derek’s beta. To 
be a part of his pack. Normally, this would have been done by the alpha himself. Not the 
other way around. So, the gesture was a tad confusing, but, in the same moment... 


Derek felt his wolf rumble with a bone deep, primal satisfaction. Stiles was...aggressive. 
In the right way. In the best way. The alpha wondered what other ways Stiles might be 
aggressive. What ways he might be submissive. Which, granted, wasn’t the best thing to 
think about. Then again, of all the things he had to think about, Derek wanted this one more 
than the others. Though, he didn’t have time to think about anything. Because Micha went 
from giggly and bubbly, to fussy in the blink of an eye. The alpha nearly shit himself. 


Chapter End Notes 


That was fun. Next chapter, full moons, boys and their dicks, plus, a conversation. And 
not the fun kind. Thanks for reading, and as always, much love. 


Chapter 6 


Chapter Notes 


Have fun children, cause this chapter is a bit of a doozy. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Stiles’ sanity was hanging on by the thinnest possible margin imaginable. He had expected to 
be stressed given that his primary role now involved the care of a baby. He didn’t want to say 
it was because he was currently living with werewolves, but it was because he was living 

with werewolves. Granted, it was far better than where he had been the past few years. Still... 


Firstly, it was all the goddamn touching. Werewolves, apparently, were rather tactile 
creatures. It had started with Derek. And then the rest fell in on it as well. Erica delighted in 
it. She made a game of teasing him. Especially when Boyd was around. They weren’t an 
item. Though he greatly suspected that they would be if they both pulled their heads out of 
their asses. 


Erica liked hugging and clinging to Stiles whenever Boyd was around. As if that would 
actually make him jealous. It wouldn’t. Given that Boyd was well over six feet tall and built 
like a linebacker. Stiles couldn’t really even come close to competing with that. So, for the 
most part, Erica’s games were just annoying. 


Isaac was...strange. He had a dry sense of humor, and was a tad sarcastic. But he seemed 
to be well liked, and amicable to everyone. Though, he did walk around Stiles with a certain 
kind of hesitation. His touches were more brushes than anything else. Like it was a chore to 
him to touch Stiles. Again, strange. 


Boyd was the least tactile of the three of them. He had a good sense of humor, and was 
funny without meaning to be. He was Derek’s second, and that meant that Erica and Isaac 
deferred to him. Stiles, did not. Given that he was not a werewolf. Something that Boyd 
understood and respected. If nothing else, Stiles could like him for that. 


Cora was standoffish as the best of times. She seemed perpetually agitated for no 
apparent reason. Stiles tried to avoid her at all costs. While she hadn’t been out and out 
hostile, he didn’t care for the way she seemed like she’d boil over at any given second. That 
being said, she to touched and brushed against Stiles. It was weird. 


Laura, sweet, precious, incredibly pregnant Laura. Stiles hated her. Not really, but she did 
like to press his buttons. Much like Erica, she enjoyed teasing him. She liked to joke that 
once her kid was born, Stiles would be tasked with being the nanny. Something that he had 
vehemently refused. Micha was enough of a chore. 


Peter was Peter. He didn’t like Stiles, and Stiles didn’t like him. They were amicable to 
each other, and that was it. End of story. It was clear that the man still harbored some 
resentment to the fact that Stiles had been the one making the collars. Apparently, according 
to Peter, they had been running into wolves enslaved with them for two years. So, Stiles had 
been held captive for at least that long. Which only made him angrier. 


Derek was...Stiles didn’t want to think too far into that. Mainly, because the guy was the 
walking embodiment of sex. Tall. Built. A little gruff, and hairy. Stiles hadn’t ever really 
explored his feelings towards same sex attraction. At least, not before the world went to shit. 
But Derek...Derek made his dick do summersaults. 


What's worse, is that there was no way he didn’t know. Erica had said that wolves could 
smell that kind of thing. Which only made things even more awkward. Given that, out of all 
the werewolves, he was the one that touched Stiles the most. And it wasn’t the casual, easy 
and done type of touching. No. The alpha was very happy to come behind Stiles, and rub his 
face on the back of his neck. To lean against him when he was feeding Micha. It was hell. 


Mainly because Derek had to have known what that kind of physicality did to Stiles, and 
was completely unconcerned with the matter. At least, he didn’t seem to care. For the most 
part, Stiles did his best to ignore it. There were more pressing matters to be concerned with. 
Namely, Micha. 


Despite any effort that Stiles may have made, Micha was still imprinted on him. Derek was 
able to hold him more and more. Erica was next. Isaac and Boyd didn’t even bother to try. 
Stiles, for the most part, was the one that did most of the work where Micha was concerned. 
Which was fine. Except, there were other things that he had to focus on. 


Deaton had been training Stiles in his magic. Given that he had passed out the last two 
times he had used it. Partly because he was exhausted and recovering from being captured. 
Next, because he had no real training. His mother had taught him a little bit before she died. 
About what they could do. About what Stiles could do. It wasn’t all that much. 


According to Deaton, due to the simplicity of his magic, Stiles had to work harder to keep 
himself safe. Especially given that they had no real gauge of his own limitations. For the 
most part, all he knew about his magic was what it could do, and that he needed a basic 
comprehension in order for his magic to affect it. Beyond that, he was completely clueless. 


He spent several days with Deaton learning and practicing and for the most part, being 
entirely frustrated. It was slow, grueling work. Work that offered very little payout. 
Especially since Deaton’s magic worked differently than his. Therefore, he wasn’t the most 
equipped to teach him. Stiles tried not to take it personally. 


They don’t practice on the night of the full moon. Deaton had preparations to make. 
Leaving Stiles to his own devices. Thankfully, Laura was being a saint and watching Micha. 
Leaving Stiles in the living room. Watching the extended version of Lord of the Rings. 
Which was going splendidly. It was the most relaxed since he’d arrived. That is until Isaac 
came in. 


One minute, Stiles was watching orcs being dug out of the muddy earth. The next, he was 
being pushed down onto his back. Isaac laying on top of him. Pressing his nose into Stiles’ 
neck. The beta purred softly. Like a cat basking in the sunlight. There wasn’t much anything 
else to do but wonder what the fuck was going on. 


“Um...hi?” It came out more than a question than a greeting. 
“Shush. Quiet time.” Isaac said pressing himself further into Stiles. 


“Not that I’m entirely against platonic cuddling, but why?” Stiles asked ignoring the beta. 


“You smell good.” 


Stiles felt his face go hot. He knew that if he was looking in a mirror, the tips of his ears 
would be bright red. It wasn’t the first time one of the wolves had commented on his scent. 
Derek had done it. As had Erica. Hell, even Cora made an offhand comment once or twice. 
Stiles still didn’t know what ‘good’ meant. So, he just did the only thing he could think of. 


He rubs small circles in the beta’s hair. Which was exactly the wrong thing to do. Because 
Isaac, damn him, purrs even louder. And this time, instead of just sniffing him, he licks the 
side of Stiles’ neck. Right over his pulse point. Which, of course, sends a signal straight to 
his dick to get ready for action. Which, of course, Isaac smells. Given the sharp intake of 
breath. 


“Listen, you’re cute and all, but I’m not interested in sleeping with you. Especially since 
it’s a full moon, and I already have issues with control.” Isaac said. 


“Default response, dude. Default response.” Stiles huffed. 
“Sorry. You’re human. I forget sometimes.” The beta said sheepishly. 


Isaac doesn't make any more attempts to lick or sniff him. He just lays his head on Stiles’ 
chest. Content to watch the movie in silence. It was nice. In a certain kind of way. Stiles had 
peace and safety and comfort here. Even if he didn’t know or understand werewolves, or how 
they worked, it was the best he had felt in years. Even with its own quirky little 
complications. 


By the time the credits start to roll, both Stiles and Isaac are half asleep. That is until 
Laura comes in. Holding a squirming, fussy Micha. No doubt tired of trying to keep him 
quiet and calm. Which could always be an ongoing effort. Isaac, wanting nothing to do with a 
baby that was seconds away from screaming, leapt off of Stiles. Bolting out of the living 
room at a breakneck pace. 


“All right, back to you.” Laura said handing Micha over. 
“Damn.” Stiles said gently rocking the baby up and down. 


It took a minute or so, but he settled. Happily resting his head against Stiles’ shoulder. He 
was still the only one that could get Micha to quiet down that quickly. Even with all the effort 


that he had been putting in to get Micha used to the others, Stiles was still his favorite. Much 
to his annoyance. That being said, he didn’t really mind it. At least, not all of the time. 


As much as he hated to admit it, as much as he would try to deny it, he loved Micha. Stiles 
had no intentions of becoming a father this young. Certainly not to a werewolf baby. That 
being said, it gave him...sense. Like it made everything a bit more real. These people, as 
much as they annoyed him, were not going to hurt him. He was safe. He was out from under 
that woman’s vile, evil control. 


Sexual frustrations and lack of privacy aside, he was free. As free as he could be, 
anyways. It was more than he had in quite a long time. These people, this pack, was strange 
and new, and unknown. He had to adjust to learning the behaviors that were specific to 
werewolves. what it meant, and what it didn’t mean. As given example with Isaac and the 
snuggling and licking. Among other things. It was weird. Didn't necessarily mean it was bad. 


“You’re gonna be a good dad.” Laura said breaking him out of his train of thought. 
“T’m not his dad.” Stiles said not really believing himself. 


“His face lights up every time you hold him, and so does yours. You may not like us, 
understand us, or even trust us. But Micha...he trusts you.” Laura said. 


Stiles felt his face go hot with embarrassment. It was a weird, strange thing. The fact that he 
had been here for barely a week, and it was...comfortable. Even with the awkwardness. Even 
with the sense of not really belonging, he didn’t dislike it here. Sure, he wanted his father 
back. He wanted Scott back. He wanted even the smallest semblance of what he used to have 
returned to him. And as nice as that all sounded, he knew it was nothing more than a pipe 
dream. 


Micha was one thing, but the rest of them, he would have to work a bit harder. He didn’t 
hate them, or dislike them. Hell, if he was being honest, he didn’t entirely distrust them 
either. However, this was not his home. This was not the place that he belonged. That was 
true, and nothing, no matter of hospitality or adorable werewolf babies was going to change 
that. Even as they tried. 


“You'll have to forgive Isaac. He’s in that weird transition phase were human memory 
and werewolf instinct clash.” Laura explained breaking him out of his thoughts. 


“J mean, the touching is one thing, but why the sniffing and the licking?” Stiles asked 
exasperated. 


“Tt’s a pack thing, and you do smell good.” Laura said with a smile. 
“Why do you all keep saying that, and what the hell does it mean?” Stiles shouted. 


Micha started to wake. No doubt startled by him raising his voice. He just rocks the fussy 
infant a bit. Trying to settle him before he started to scream. Like always, Micha becomes 
still and content. Happily returning to sleep. Stiles hadn’t been paying attention, but Laura 


had come to sit down next to him. Gently placing her head on his shoulder. It was the first 
time she had done so. Normally, she was passive with the whole touching thing. This...this 
was different. 


Not knowing what else to do, he, very hesitantly, starts to rub small circles in the back of 
her head. The woman closes her eyes. Leaning into the touch. Humming ever so softly. Like 
it was the greatest thing in the world. Stiles didn’t know what else to do. So, he kept at it. 
Trying to make sense of something that made no sense at all. 


“You smell like the forest after the rain. When the sun starts to rise. At least to me. It's 
soft, and good, and familiar. Makes me feel safe.” Laura said without any further elaboration. 


Stiles doesn't know how to take that. So, he just lets the woman rest against his shoulder until 
she’s satisfied. After about half an hour, she departs. Saying something about getting ready 
for the full moon. Which was just hours away. Stiles decided to do the same. 


When he makes his way outside, the sun has already set. The night beginning with a 
variety of shenanigans. Werewolves were a bunch to deal with on a good day. Now that the 
full moon was here, they were even livelier. He didn’t entirely dislike it. 


Micha seemed to come alive once surrounded by the others. His eyes lit up with interest. 
Derek had mentioned that while he couldn’t shift entirely yet, he could, as a werewolf, still 
feel the pull of the moon. He wouldn’t completely shift for the first time until he was a 
teenager. Which was a ways away. So, for tonight, he’d just be a bit more energetic. 


Stiles was just starting to settle into his spot on the grass when a very unwelcome presence 
came to rest beside him. Deucalion was the same the last time he’d seen the man. Appearing 
to all the world, a perfectly ordinary blind man. However, this was a ruse. Stiles could 
practically smell murder coming off of him. Kali, the woman who so ceremoniously escorted 
him, left with a smile. Leaving the two of them alone. Something that greatly disturbed him. 


“Good evening.” The man said with a salacious looking smile. 


“Fuck off.” Stiles spat readying his magic at the tips of his fingers. 


“Oh, I suppose that is to be expected. We did get off on the wrong foot.” Deucalion said 
with a disgustingly velvet tone. 


“Wrong foot? You set that guy on me soon as quickly as you could breathe. So, again, fuck 
off.” Stiles said with a bit more bite. 


“Ah, yes. I must admit, I am an impatient man. I do as I wish, as I wish. One of the perks 
of being me. But now I have a better grasp of the situation.” 


“And that, what, makes what you did okay?” Stiles asked. 


“No. But you are something...special. I heard what you did with the Argent woman. Most 
vicious. Why, even I was scandalized. And that does take some doing. I can assure you.” 
Deucalion said while somehow smiling wider. 


Stiles felt his throat burn with a thousand and one curses. Yes, what he did to Kate Argent 
was horrible beyond measure. Any reasonable person would have been absolutely terrified 
hearing that story. However, for some reason, it was even more terrible that someone like 
Deucalion took pleasure in it. 


“Why are you here?” Stiles asked. 


“To make you an offer. You are quite powerful. Powerful and young and full of...anger. That 
can be quite useful when applied correctly. We are, after all, at war.” The alpha explained. 


“No thanks. Only reason I did what I did was because I wanted revenge. I wanted her to 
feel a fraction of what I felt. However brief it may have been. I have no desire to be another 
whipped boy.” 


“Oh no, my dear boy. You would be far, far more than that. You could have anything you 
wanted. Anything. I am, I assure you, quite capable of providing anything within reason.” 
The man offered. 


“T want my family back. My dad. My best friend. All of that was taken from me, and you 
can’t give it back. Because you’d kill them as soon as they came within ten miles of Beacon 
Hills.” 


Stiles felt his entire body vibrate with unhindered anger. He actually felt hot with it. His heart 
pounded like a drum in his chest. Almost like it would tear through his ribcage. It would have 
been easy to curse Deucalion. Much like he had with Ennis. However, he knew, whatever 
pleasure he would have felt in that moment would only cause trouble. So, he resisted the 
urge. Because, by chance, another on reared its ugly little head. 


Strutting across the open part of the field back towards the house was Derek. Once again, 
naked as the day he was born. Stiles felt that twinge again. Erica had explained it. The alpha 
was one of the few wolves in California that could achieve a full animal shift. Naturally, that 
meant that clothing got in the way. So, naked. This time, however, Stiles had more than 
enough. 


He leaves Deucalion. Hot on Derek’s heels with Micha in tow. When he enters the house, 
he hands off the infant to Erica. Not saying anything as he moves past her. Right to where he 
knew the other man would be. Sure enough, like last time, he was at the fridge. Drinking a 
bottle of water. Stiles damn near lost his shit. 


The alpha turned around just in time to have Stiles press into his space. Leaving only 
inches between them. The man’s eyes were searing red. But other than that, he was human. 
Stiles didn’t feel human. He was...consumed. And angry. And horny. And then he was kissing 
Derek. It was surprisingly gentle. With how unnaturally wound up he felt. The alpha doesn’t 
do anything. At all. Doesn't move. Doesn't speak. Doesn't kiss him back. 


“That...fuck...I hate you.” Stiles said. 
“What...are you...Stiles?” Derek questioned. 


“All the damn touching. All the damn touching and sniffing and telling me that I smell 
good. And then, there’s you. Walking around naked and shit. I know you know. I've been...I 
can't even jerk off because all of you would be able to smell and hear it.” Stiles said harshly. 


This time...this time the alpha did react. He sucked in a sharp breath. That massive, hairy 
chest billowing outwards as he did so. Stiles could actually feel the man’s cock start to get 
hard. Well, harder. He had been at half-mast since Stiles kissed him. He was starting to tent 
himself. Getting uncomfortably tight in the sweatpants he was borrowing from Derek. 


“Do you want me stop? Cause I will. Pll walk away, and go jerk off until my dick is 
sore.” Stiles said. 


“T...L...no. I don’t want you to stop.” The alpha said with his eyes still glaring red. 


“Good.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Love the art of cliffhangers. Next chapter, smutt. Thanks for reading, and as always, 
much love. 


Chapter 7 


Chapter Notes 


Feels and smutt. That's it. Enjoy. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Derek knew that the coming full moon was going to be, in a word, stressful. Namely, and 
most importantly, because of Stiles. Derek knew the man had been settling in rather nicely. 
He was wonderful with Micha, and got along well enough with the betas. Hell, even Cora, 
forever standoffish and grumpy, seemed to like him. However slight that like may have been. 


The stressor, the part of Stiles’ existence withing their pack that stressed him beyond 
measure, was the alpha himself. After Stiles had managed to recover, been cleaned and given 
fluids, Derek felt...attracted. There was no sane, logical reason for the alpha to be attracted to 
the man. At all. He had never even given men that kind of attention. At least, not seriously. 
Stiles...Stiles was different. 


There was a deep, visceral, primal attraction. It was...something. Something that the alpha 
didn’t quite fully understand. What he did understand, what he knew as a bone deep truth, 
was Stiles wasn’t pack. At least, not in the man’s own mind. The alpha had accepted him as 
pack. The betas had. It was something that had come with no warning, and was completely 
natural. That being said, Stiles did not, in any way, belong here. 


He had a family. He had friends. Somewhere, out in the madness that was now the world, 
was the people that had been ripped away from him. He had lost years of his life living under 
Kate’s thumb. Years that would never, ever be returned to him. Now, he was living with 
strangers. Taking care of a child that was not his own. No. He did not belong here. 
But...Derek wanted him to. 


His own lust aside, the alpha...wanted. Stiles was...good. Strong. Proud. A little too 
sarcastic at times. And abrasive at others. But he was good. Terrifying, and goofy, and silly, 
but good. Derek kept his distance. Away from the other man apart from the bare, necessary 
minimum of contact. He scent marked Stiles. Was cordial. So on and so forth. Which was 
easier said than done. As ashamed as he was to say it, Derek had...issues. 


Just two days ago, he had been helping with laundry. When he had come across a pair of 
underwear that Stiles had been wearing...he had never snatched and hidden something so 
quickly in his life. When he was back in his room, his pants were around his ankles. 
Underwear pressed firmly into his face as he jerked himself off in rapid succession. He came 
three times before his cock finally started to soften. He didn’t show his face to Stiles for a 
little bit after that. 


Now, with the full moon, his instincts were at their strongest. His control at its thinnest. 
His wolf closest to the surface. Where the line between man and animal was so utterly 
strained that it bordered on dangerous to be around the other man. He was scared and horny 
and desperate for anything. So, he tried his best to keep his distance between himself and 
Stiles. Which was the plan. Until the other man threw all of that out of the window. 


One minute, he was in the kitchen having water. The next minute, thundering footsteps, 
and an even louder heartbeat. Then, Stiles was kissing him. It took ever last fiber of 
willpower for the alpha to keep utterly, and completely still. To keep his hands at his sides. To 
keep from shifting. From making a fool of himself. 


Stiles was breathing heavy. He smelled a strange mix of angry, and unbearably horny. He 
was...damn. That was the only word that came to mind. That was the only word that could 
compute in the alpha’s mind. The man’s face was flushed and Derek could practically feel the 
heat radiating from him. He was already draw in by the man’s scent. The way he smelled. So 
deeply musky and masculine. Almost like an alpha. But when he was horny...when the 
alpha’s animal side caught wind of that...it tested the limits of what one could call control. 


“Do you want me to stop?” 


The question catches him off guard. It wasn’t what the alpha was expecting Stiles to ask. The 
farthest thing from actually. Because, yes. Yes. Yes. A thousand times yes. Derek wanted him 
to stop. Because he knew, if he continued, if he went forward, he wasn’t going to be able to 
stop. His wolf would take what it wanted, as it wanted it. Regardless of what Stiles may 
desire. 


He doesn’t. He doesn’t tell Stiles to stop. He doesn’t do the rational, safe thing. Stiles, 
unsurprisingly, is rather pleased about this. He kisses the alpha again. Softer this time. 
Gentler. Calmer. Even though his heart was pounding like a damn drum. Derek, having 
abandoned any semblance that this wasn’t going to happen, kisses the man back. Arms 
wrapping around him. Pulling him closer. Distancing the small space between their chests. 


The alpha’s cock is painfully hard. Pressing against Stiles’ front. He could feel the man’s 
bulge through the fabric of his pants. He was just keyed up and horny as Derek was. Which 
was both a good and bad thing. Given that it meant that neither one of them was going to 
have any control. Control would be important. Derek certainly didn’t want to hurt Stiles. Or 
make him feel scared or unsafe. He was so focused on trying to stay human that he hadn’t 
noticed. Noticed that Stiles was about to make that particular task much more difficult. 


Derek was too consumed with the other man’s smell. The softness of his lips and their 
intensity. To consumed overall to have noticed. Stiles had slipped his hands down. Grabbing 
two handfuls of the alpha’s ass. And then parting his cheeks. Running a finger right over his 
sweat slicked hole. The alpha goes stone fucking still. Then, he’s growling. Loudly. The wolf 
having jumped to the surface. 


One second, Stiles is playing with his hole. The next, the alpha has the other man draped 
over his shoulder marching towards the back of the house. Towards his room. Towards his 
den. Stiles shouts in an undignified way. No doubt surprised, but Derek doesn’t have enough 
sense to care at the moment. He all but kicks open the door. Depositing Stiles on the bed. 


Quickly removing the man’s shirt. Rather, he ripped the fabric off of him. Which earned him 
another shout from the man. Anger this time. As opposed to surprise. Derek was almost 
human enough to care. 


“What the fuck, dude?” Stiles asked in an agitated tone. 


“I’m not shy, or self-conscious. But I'm not going to stand in my kitchen while you finger me. 
I'm not the type of alpha to get fucked when my pack is within spitting distance, or fuck 
someone for the same. Understand?” The alpha asked firmly. 


“Okay, yeah. Sorry. So, does that mean I can, ya know, keep going? Since we’re in your 
room and all.” 


“Only if I can...Only...Can I sniff you?” The alpha asked in a hushed tone. 

“Dude, you’ve been sniffing me since I got here. Why ask now?” Stiles questioned. 
“T.... want to sniff you somewhere else.” Derek said sheepishly. 

“Just tell me where you want to...” 


The alpha didn’t give the man a chance to finish. He was impatient and horny and desperately 
trying to stay human. Which wasn’t working out all that well. Given that he growled loud 
enough to surprise Stiles. Even more so when he pinned the other man’s hands above his 
head. Holding them there with one hand and wondering what to do with the other one. 


“Listen, I wanna sniff your pits, okay? It’s a scent thing, a wolf thing, and if I’m about 
thirty seconds away from shifting. So, rather than have to explain everything I wanna do, just 
answer yes, or no. Got it?” The alpha asked through gritted teeth. 


Stiles, the bastard, swallowed the lump that had found its way into his throat. Derek wanted 
to do things to that throat. Bite. Lick nip. But, right now, he wanted to start somewhere else. 
He was just waiting for permission. Because if pattern continued, he wouldn’t be human 
enough to ask for permission for very much longer. As soon as Stiles nods his head, the alpha 
dives into where he’d been wanting to put his nose for a week and a half. 


Just as Stiles moves his fingers back to where they had been minutes earlier, Derek inhales 
like he’d been running a marathon. The thick, rich musk that could only belong to Stiles fills 
his nose. He feels his cock go impossibly harder. His wolf rumbles in pure, unrestrained 
pleasure. He purrs. He actually purrs. Like a fucking cat. Even more so when he runs his 
tongue through the hair of the man’s underarm. Tasting the salt on his skin. 


“Fuuccckkk.” The alpha groans. 
“Holy shit, I didn’t think I'd find that hot, but I do.” Stiles said slightly out of breath. 


Derek just grunts in response. To focused on the other man’s scent to really have the 
cognitive reasoning for words. He’s more than content to lay there. Huffing in the man’s 
scent. Until, after several minutes of just teasing, one of Stiles’ fingers pushes past his rim 
ever so slightly. Pressing the barest way inside. 


The alpha wasn’t expecting it. He was to immersed in the pleasure of the other man’s 
musk. The way he smelled there. The way he tasted. The heat that radiated off him. The 
sudden burn and pinch kind of pleasure that hissed its way through his body was enough to 
send him over the edge. Before he could even think, his mouth was on fire. Fangs descending 
without any other kind of warning. His fingers itched as they turned into claws. Despite his 
best efforts, he had shifted. He had shifted while having sex during a full moon. 


“Derek, are you....” 


Stiles didn’t get the chance to finish asking his question. Derek had moved back to pinning 
the other man’s hands above his head. Once again smothering him with his massive form. 
Stiles, for some reason, wasn’t afraid. No. In fact, just the opposite. He was...aroused. He was 
actually turned on by a shifted alpha werewolf restraining, and lying on top of him. 
That...that didn’t help anything. 


“Pants.” Derek said over his fangs. 
“What...what about them?” Stiles asked. 
“Off.” The alpha grunted. 
“Kinda need my hands for that one, buddy.” 


Derek, having the absolute thinnest sliver of reason, released Stiles’ hands. Leaning back 
off the man. Allowing him to sit slightly up to that he could shimmy of his pants and 
underwear. The alpha felt his mouth start to water with the sight that greeted him. Stiles’ cock 
was as large as his own. (He wasn’t small by any stretch of the imagination.) But where 
Derek’s cock was brutishly thick and veiny, Stiles’ was perfectly slender and curved upwards. 
Flushed red, and leaking. The alpha could smell the sweetness of the other man’s precum. He 
was leaning forward before he even realized what he was doing. 


“Oh, that’s hard no on that one, dude. Fangs. Bad time for Little Stiles.” The man said 
pushing against Derek’s shoulders. 


“Not little.” The alpha whined. 


Stiles chuckles. Despite how dangerous this was. Derek was shifted. Halfway animal, and 
with only the thinnest sliver of human reason left. It took everything he had to keep his wolf 
in check. To keep himself from taking what he wanted, as he wanted it. Stiles was not a wolf, 
and would not understand the instincts and feelings of a wolf. Nor the actions. Hell, the alpha 
could barely form words at the moment. Speech was slipping further and further away from 
him. But... 


He wanted. He fucking wanted. He wanted everything. All at once, and, at the same time, 
to take things slow. To not give into the animal and make sure that Stiles understood. That he 
understood that it wasn’t just about lust. There was...something. Something between them. 
Derek didn’t quite have the words at the moment. His cock was doing most of the thinking at 
present. But he wanted more than that. It just happened that was happening currently was the 
heaviest, deepest of that want. 


“Touch yourself.” Derek growled, almost like it was a command. 


Stiles’ eyes go wide. His pupils are so completely blown out that they look like saucers. 
Derek sits back ever so slightly. Giving the man space, and making sure that he didn’t seem 
quite so overbearing. The other man is still a damn tease. Slowly, gently jerking himself off. 
In no way hurrying. Despite the fact that his cock was still leaking precum. Derek, on the 
other hand, does not touch himself. Claws aside, he wanted this to last. Last until he was 
inside Stiles. 


He manages to last a scant few minutes before he loses what was left of his already miniscule 
patience. The alpha snatches Stiles’ wrist. (Mindful of the claws.) pulling the other man’s 
precum slick fingers towards his mouth. Seeing as he still had his fangs out, instead of 
slipping the digits into his mouth, he carefully, but gleefully, licks them. Tasting the 
sweetness of the man’s arousal. 


“Holy fuck, you’re really into that aren’t you?” Stiles asked seeming out of breath. 


The alpha, having lost what little control he had left, just grunts. Grabbing Stiles by his hips 
and flipping the other man over onto his stomach. Stiles hardly had any time to breathe 
before Derek buried his face in-between the man’s cheeks. Which earns him a shrill yelp. The 
good kind. 


Derek, now lost in the wolf entirely, fucking sniffs . Stiles already had a thick, musky scent. 
Almost like an alpha’s. But this, here, in his most vulnerable spot, it was the heaviest. The 
richest. The alpha felt his cock twitch. When he runs his tongue over the man’s hole, it 
actually starts to leak. His mouth starts to water. 


Stiles had that wonderful, masculine smell. Every bit a man, but he tasted fucking sweet . Just 
the perfect amount of hair, and so vocal as Derek lavished over his hole. Holding the man 
still as he continued to squirm and writhe and his and moan. It only spurred the alpha on even 
further. Continuing to press into the man’s hole, until his tongue was inside the other. That 
was the straw that broke the camel’s back. Cause Derek had no control left. No more 
restraint. 


“Uh, uh. NO. Derek, first of all, ’'m not a bitch in heat. Second, lube, muh guy. Lots of 
lube.” 


The alpha, annoyed, retreated from the other man’s ass. Flipping him over onto his back. 
Watching as his cock continued to leak. This time, he didn’t wait. He swiped his thumb over 
the head. Quickly licking up the ridiculous amount of precum the man was still producing. 


He had just enough sense to reach into the nightstand drawer. Finding a half empty bottle of 
lube. The alpha hands it to Stiles. Unable to do what came next because his claws. The other 
man quickly dribbles lube over the alpha’s cock. Then, over his hole. It was a matter of 
seconds after the bottle had been placed aside that Derek’s cock was lined up with Stiles’ 
hole. He breathes. Taking every last ounce of willpower, the smallest shrivel of humanity that 
he had left, and he waits. Then, he presses forward. 


Stiles inhales sharply as the alpha presses inside. His cock is encircled with tight, hot 
pleasure. The other man’s insides clench around him. Derek, having no more patience at this 
point, fucks forward. Hard enough that it moves them up and in the bed. Stiles, completely 
unfazed, wraps his heels around the alpha. Pressing into the man’s back. 


Derek fucks him like he’s trying to make a point. To show Stiles that he was, in fact, that 
alpha. That Stiles, his mouth, his cock, his hole, all belonged to Derek. That he was his, and 
no one elses. By the time he was done, every wolf in Beacon Hills would know. Stiles was 
his. 


To no one’s surprise, he doesn’t last long. By the time his cock started to leak, Derek knew. 
As soon as he was inside of Stiles. He wouldn’t be fucking him for very long. But long 
enough to make the point stick. With one final thrust, he empties himself inside of Stiles. 
Spraying his insides. Marking him. Claiming him. He grunts with the force of it. The sheer, 
unrestrained animalism. 


He doesn’t waste any time. Bending down. Still inside Stiles, gently lapping his cock head. 
Derek wanted nothing more than to have the man’s cock in his mouth. To have Stiles fuck his 
face until he shot his load all over his tongue, and down his throat. Unfortunately, the alpha 
was still shifted. So, that was a possibility at the moment. 


He continues to buck his hips in small motions. Fucking into Stiles as he licks at the head of 
his cock. Savoring the sweetness of the precum that was still leaking out of the other man. 
Stiles, overstimulated, and far past ready to cum, doesn’t even of the words to warn Derek. 
Not that the alpha minded. 


The other man’s grunt. Spraying hot, thick ropes over the alpha’s face. Painting Derek with 
his seed. The alpha fucking loves it. The way it tasted. The way it smelled. How, 
unknowingly, Stiles had claimed Derek as well. Though, that created its own problems, the 
alpha was focused on other things. Namely, he was still hard, and inside Stiles. He had finally 
taken what he wanted, but that didn’t mean that he was anywhere near through. 


Chapter End Notes 


That was fun. Next chapter, more full moon shenanigans. 


Chapter 8 


Chapter Notes 


Smutt. That's it. Have fun children. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Stiles hadn’t really given much thought as to what sex with a werewolf would be like. 
Granted, he had the same lust and urges as just about any other man. Especially since he was 
held captive for literal years, and unable to do much of anything about it. So, now that he was 
free and able, that seemed like it could be something that he’d be able to solve. Except, he 
was currently living in a house full of werewolves. All of who would be able to hear it and 
smell. A guy could only take so much. 


When Derek lifts him like he weighs nothing, all but stomping towards his room. Stiles is 
horny as all hell, and angry, and confused, and a hundred other things. Too much emotion and 
not enough space to process it. So, he kissed Derek. Now, he was getting fucked by Derek. 
Stiles had to say, despite the initial hesitation, the alpha fucked like an animal, and he loved 
it. Derek was definitely the alpha, and he took what he wanted, as he wanted it. With some 
consideration towards Stiles of course. 


It hurt, at first. Of course, it did. Stiles had never had anything in his butt before. And, 
well, Derek’s cock definitely wasn’t amateur size, or for first timers. Or for anyone currently 
sleeping with an alpha werewolf during a full moon. Where their sense of humanity and self- 
control was at its absolute thinnest. After the initial, painful pressure, Stiles found the 
roughness of it, the animalism of it to be rather enjoyable. 


Despite the near brutality with which Derek fucked him, and the fact that he was shifted, 
having fangs and claws, Stiles was, in no way, afraid. At all. For some stupid, bone deep 
reason, he knew. He knew that the alpha, despite his current state and lack of control, would 
not hurt him. Either intentionally or unintentionally. That being said, there was still a certain 
kind of thrill to it. One that Stiles wasn’t entirely ready to admit to himself. At least, not yet. 


When the alpha cums, he slams home. Going balls deep inside Stiles. Grunting with the 
force of his orgasm. Apparently, full moon sex was great. At least, that's what Stiles had 
heard. Now, he was getting to experience it firsthand. Given that he just had a shifted alpha 
werewolf shoot a load inside him. 


Derek hums with pleasure. Clearly pleased with himself. It almost sounded like a cat 
purring. Which was a strange thing to think about. Given that he was two hundred and twenty 


pounds of solid muscle that could break Stiles in half with his pinky finger. Still, it was kind 
of adorable. 


The alpha doesn’t stay still for very long. Obviously still keyed to all hell. He’s still buried 
to the hilt when he bends down. (Derek was surprisingly flexible for a guy his size.) He 
pauses right above Stiles’ cock. Breathing like a man dying for air. Heavy. Deep. Stiles could 
actually feel the other man’s body heave with the force of it. There is a thick, tense silence. 
Almost as if Derek wasn’t even capable of speaking. Then, he was licking Stiles. 


The first drag of the alpha’s tongue over his cock made Stiles squirm. Then, again. And 
again. And again. Derek couldn’t actually blow Stiles. Given that his mouth was currently 
full of very large, very dangerous teeth at the moment. However, he could do this. And he 
did. Repeatedly. That being said, it was rather slow going. Extremely slow going, actually. 
Given that it wasn’t as much stimulation as an actual blowjob. 


Stiles did his absolute best to keep as still as he could. His hips itched, burned to move. To 
fuck upwards into the alpha’s eager, willing mouth. He knew that if Derek wasn’t shifted, he 
could do so, and the other man would be perfectly happy with it. That, however, was not the 
case. So, all he could do was try his damndest to lay still and let the alpha do as he wished. 


Derek continued to lick over his cock, and finally, after what felt like an eternity, he 
finally cums. Grunting with force, and spraying all over Derek’s face and mouth. The alpha, 
completely undisturbed, just hums happily. Perfectly content with his face being covered in 
jizz. Then, before Stiles could even blink, the alpha was kissing him. Fiercely. 


On the one hand, gross. Like, really gross. And kinda slimy. On the other hand, it was 
hella hot and not as bad as Stiles thought. Derek, even with how keyed up and horny he was, 
was actually rather careful. The kiss was heavy, and fierce, but the alpha was delicate where 
his fangs were concerned. 


There was a brief, calm moment. Where the both of them just laid there. Pressed against 
each other. The heat and sweat of them mingling together. Then, Derek having decided that 
he had been still for long enough, thrust forward. He was still rock fucking hard. Still inside 
Stiles, and he decided that he wasn’t done. 


Stiles hissed in a mix of discomfort and pleasure. He was still coming down from his 
orgasm and was hell sensitive. Derek, thankfully, sensed that, and took his time. Unlike the 
first round, where he fucked like a wild animal, the alpha was slow and methodical. Tender, 
almost. He appreciated the sentiment. That being said, he was still shifted. With fangs and 
claws and glowing red eyes. And Stiles was still pinned beneath him. Unable to move unless 
the alpha let him. And, going by how things were currently heading, that wasn’t gonna 
happen. 


The alpha wraps his arms around Stiles’ shoulders. Pulling him closer. Burying his cock to 
the hilt. Stiles’ own started rubbing against the alpha’s taught, firm stomach. The sweat 
helped with the sliding, and made it all the better. Derek just continued to fuck into him. 
Grunting and growling. Long having since abandoning the use of words. Stiles didn’t mind 
all that much. 


The alpha’s hips snap forward again. Slamming home and Stiles could actually feel the 
man’s cock twitch as he unloaded inside of him. Seconds later, with Derek pressed down 
against him, he shot all across the man’s stomach. Cum quickly drying and sticking them 
together. This time, Stiles really was gross out. Thankfully, the alpha was very much into the 
idea of taking a shower. Rather, he was very into the idea of fucking Stiles in the shower. 


Unlike in porn, shower sex was very much complicated. Taking a lot of coordination and 
carefulness. Derek, finally, had shifted back to being human. Maybe it was because he had 
managed to get off, and his animal side was, for the moment, satisfied. That didn’t mean that 
he still wasn’t horny as all hell, and wanting to get back into Stiles’ business. 


It was mere seconds after they had gotten somewhere resembling clean before Derek had him 
pinned against the shower wall. Stiles went stone still. Letting the alpha kiss and lick and 
sniff all over him. The man was still growling, but his features remained human. Which was 
what the man wanted. Because one second, he was kissing all over Stiles' chest, and sniffing 
his pits. The next second, he was on his knees. Stiles’ cock swiftly sucked down without an 
ounce of hesitation. 


He hissed in surprise and in pleasure. Grabbing the back of the other man’s head. Fucking 
into his mouth with sharp, forceful thrusts. Derek, probably not having that much experience 
in that regard, promptly gagged and choked. But the alpha having finally gotten what he 
wanted, did not stop. Or even slow down for that matter. Perfectly content to let Stiles fuck 
his mouth. 


He could feel himself starting to get close. That telltale heat pooling in his groin. The way his 
toes started to curl. He was gonna cum down Derek’s throat. Or, that’s what Stiles thought 
was going to happen. Because just as he was seconds away from finishing, the alpha 
promptly stopped. Standing back up. Eyes that glaring, almost terrifying red. 


“Derek what the hell?!’ Stiles asked annoyed. 
“Turn around.” The alpha commanded. 
“Come one dude, that’s not...” 


Stiles didn’t get the chance to finish whatever he was going to say. Because Derek promptly 
grabbed Stiles by the center of his throat. Squeezing ever so slightly. It was a clear and 
definitive sign. One that said he was the alpha and he was in charge. Stiles could have very 
easily used his magic to remedy that. However, there was one, small piece of him that found 
it oddly attractive. He could feel his cock twitch. 


“Tell me to stop, and I will. But if you don’t, I’m gonna fuck you against the shower wall, 
and again when he get back into bed.” The alpha growled. 


Stiles’ mouth suddenly went dry. And he found himself quite incapable of speaking. Instead, 
he just nodded his head. Which the alpha gladly accepted. Promptly turning him round. 
Sinking back to his knees, and burying his face into the swell of Stiles’ ass. 


Derek licked him until he was satisfied that Stiles was open enough. Until the other man’s 
knees started to shake. The alpha was gentler than he had been in the bed. Slowly fucking 
into Stiles from behind. In long, undulant strokes. Neither one of them lasted very long. With 
Derek finishing inside Stiles for the third time. And with Stiles spraying all over the wall of 
the shower. 


They were still rather damp when Derek dragged them back to the bed. He pressed himself 
against Stiles. Sniffing along his pits. Gently stroking his cock in a lazy kind of way. The 
alpha was calmer now. More human, but no less in the fact that he wanted to fuck Stiles silly. 
Which he was perfectly fine with. So long as Derek remembered that he was human, and had 
very human limits. 


This time, the alpha turned Stiles onto his side. Once again rimming him within an inch of his 
life. Stiles couldn’t be very mad at that. Derek seemed very into licking whatever and 
wherever he could on Stiles. Which wasn’t necessarily a bad thing. That being said, his ass 
was getting kinda sore. Thankfully, this time round, Derek was the slowest and most patient. 
Finally relaxed enough to be human. Using actual words instead of grunts and growls. 
Which, if Stiles was being honest, he didn’t entirely mind. 


Derek takes for what feels like forever to cum. Slowly pushing forward one last time. 
Finishing inside Stiles. As if to drive a point home. Stupid wolfy bullshit. Even still, sex was 
great. Sex with a horned-up alpha that had every intention of making sure Stiles had a good 
time was even better. They fall asleep not long after. Both tired and spent. But not before 
Derek licks Stiles completely clean. Which, again, kinda gross, but also kinda hot. 


Stiles doesn't know how long he sleeps for, but when he wakes, his body is sore. In the best 
way possible. Every inch of him is relaxed and satiated. Given that he had been fucked four 
times in a row with hardly a moment between them. Derek, the bastard, had been rather 
methodical in that regard. That being said, the bed was empty. Sometime, when Stiles was 
still asleep, the alpha had left. 


Given that the bed was still slightly warm, it hadn’t been that long ago. Regardless, Stiles 
didn’t like being left behind. So, he throws the covers off himself. Quickly slipping on a pair 
of the alpha’s sweatpants. The aforementioned alpha being exactly where Stiles thought he 
would be. In the kitchen. Naked. Covered in a thin sheen of sweat and sucking down a bottle 
of water like a man that had been trapped in the desert. 


He slips behind the alpha. Gently wrapping his arms around the other man. Derek, having 
paused, purrs softly. Actually, truly purrs. Like a cat. Which was the most hilarious thing to 
think about. Given that he was an alpha, and could break Stiles in half as quickly as he 
breathed. The sound he made when Stiles grabbed hold of his cock...that was even better. 


“Don’t.” The alpha warned. 


Stiles, having no sense of self-preservation in any regard, ignored the alpha entirely. Biting 
down on the back of the man’s neck. Hard. Hard enough that it would have hurt. He also 
tightened his grip on Derek’s quickly hardening cock. Stiles felt a certain kind of thrill in 
feeling the other man get hard as he continued to do as he pleased. 


With Derek distracted by Stiles’ biting the back of his neck, as he was his grip on the man’s 
cock, he used his foot to spread the alpha’s ankles apart. The alpha, surprisingly, did not resist 
the action. Willing spreading his legs. Which was exactly what Stiles wanted. Well, not all of 
what he wanted. That part came next. 


He slips down to his knees. Softly pressing his face into the swell of the alpha’s ass. Derek 
hisses in surprise and delight. Even more so when Stiles ran his tongue over the alpha’s hole. 
That...that got him the reaction that he wanted. A deep, hearty, bone shaking growl. But not 
one of warning. Rather, one of unrestrained hedonism. One that let Stiles know the alpha was 
entirely on board with what was going on. 


As he had expected, Derek was hairy. Like, really, really hairy. Stiles had never given much 
thought to same sex attraction before. Certainly not back when he had access to porn. But 
now, here, living in a house full of werewolves who liked to touch him and walk around 
naked...He was learning plenty of new things about himself. Namely, he was actually 
sexually attracted to other dudes. The next one, he liked them hairy. 


Derek presses himself back onto Stiles’ face. Silently, greedily demanding more. He was 
perfectly happy to oblige. The alpha’s natural scent was, well, musky. Not just from being a 
male, but the whole hairy alpha werewolf also made his scent thick and heavy. But he tasted 
fucking sweet. Stiles found himself actually enthused with rimming the other man. More so 
than he had expected to be, anyways. The alpha certainly didn’t seem to mind it. 


Just when his face was starting to go numb, and his mouth was dripping with spit, he actually 
managed to press his tongue inside of Derek. That made the alpha lose his goddamn mind. 
Stiles heard a sharp creaking sound. Backing away from the swell of the alpha’s ass, he saw 
that he was gripping the counter. Hard enough that it looked like it was about to crack at any 
given moment. Stiles decided that he had enough of the whole teasing bit. 


When he stands back up, pressing his cock against Derek’s hole, the alpha’s entire body 
tensed. He goes stone still. Not out of fear. No. Nothing like that. Hesitation maybe. Or, 
rather, anticipation. Derek wanted this as much as Stiles wanted it. Maybe more so. They just 
hadn’t gotten around to it last night because the alpha was too busy fucking him. Now, it was 
Stiles’ turn. 


“You had your run of the mill last night with. Only fair you return the favor.” Stiles 
whispered in the other man’s ear. 


“Fuck, Stiles! Can we at least go back to the bedroom?” Derek asked out of breath. 


“Nope. I’m gonna fuck you right here. Everyone is gone be able to smell it when they wake 
up. They're gonna be able to smell the load I leave inside you.” Stiles said biting down on the 
other man’s ear. 


That...that Derek whine. Like, actually, really whine. Like he was in heat. He sounded needy 
and desperate. Stiles loved every fucking second of it. The way he had gone from the big, 
bad, overbearing alpha. Right to the man that was about to get fucked in his kitchen. That had 
a certain kind of arousal to it. 


Stiles, despite being achingly hard and leaking, doesn't rush. Isn't forceful or aggressive. 
Well, not physically aggressive. But there’s plenty of dirty shit he whispers in Derek’s ear. 
The alpha just presses backwards. Silently telling Stiles to hurry up. He obliges. Using one 
hand to guide his cock inside of the alpha. The other, keeping a firm grip on his shoulder. 
When he finally pushes the rest of the way forward, when the head of his cock slips inside, 
both of them are as still as stone. 


The alpha hisses in pain and delight and pleasure all at once. Stiles had gotten a little too lost 
in himself, but lube was generally used for these kinds of things. Lube was good, but he was 
already here. He leans over. Spitting down onto his cock. Giving it a bit more ease. Derek 
just pushes back again. Stiles is about halfway in now. When he manages to get all the way 
inside the other man, he pauses. Takes a breath. Realizes that he is actually fucking Derek. 
He was fucking an alpha werewolf, and his ego never felt quite so large. 


The first thrust forward makes Derek whine and moan and hiss. Seemingly all at once. It only 
makes Stiles pick up the pace. The alpha’s insides clench around him. A hot, tight pleasure 
surrounds him. Making it impossible to have anything close to restraint. That had gone out 
the window. Much like it had with Derek last night. Only, Stiles didn’t have fangs and claws 
he had to be warry of. That being said, he didn’t really have enough restraint to take his time. 
Like he wanted. 


Derek, in no way, seemed to mind the hurried pace that Stiles started to take. Eagerly 
accepting being fucked with sharp, quick thrusts. Before went completely mindless in 
chasing his orgasm, Stiles grab held of the alpha’s cock. Jerking him off in time with his 
thrusts. That...that Derek liked. Very, very much. It wasn’t but a scant few minutes later that 
the both of them were cumming like teenagers. Grunting and panting and cussing. To lost out 
in the moment to think of literally anything but the fact of having wild kitchen sex. 


“Yeah...they’re definitely gonna be able to smell that.” Stiles said out of breath. 


Derek, not having regained his faculty for speech yet, simply grunted in mild irritation. No 
doubt annoyed that, despite last night’s protests, Stiles had, in fact, fucked him in the kitchen. 
Stiles chuckles softly as he slips his cock out of the alpha. Being met with a fierce, almost 
bruising kiss as Derek turned around to face him. The man was still rocking fucking hard. 
Damn werewolves. Oh well, Stiles was definitely down for more marathon sex. That is, he 
was. Until someone walked into the kichen and ruined the fun. 


Chapter End Notes 


Love a good verse couple. Next chapter, consequences. Thanks for reading, and as 
always, much love. 


Chapter 9 


Chapter Notes 


Angst and fluff. With some twists and turns. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Stiles had wrestled with a variety of insecurities for most of his teenage years. Much like 
many boys of that age group. It wasn’t uncommon by any means. After years of captivity, 
enslavement, he was rather jaded on that front. He was far more attuned to himself, and what 
he could do. Namely, he believed in himself a lot more. That being said, being caught with 
his pants down after having fucked his housemate in the kitchen...that tended to bring back 
old shadows that made his skin squirm. 


Cora Hale had not interacted with Stiles all that much since his arrival. While not out and 
out hostile, she wasn’t the warmest, fuzziest person either. She treated Stiles the same way 
she treated practically everyone else in the house. Which was a certain kind of detached 
contempt. She neither liked, or disliked anyone. To here, they were just there. In her life. An 
unavoidable part of her existence. 


Now, she was standing in the kitchen. Watching as her brother, naked, was essentially 
making out with the guy that had just fucked him in the aforementioned kitchen. There was 
also the fact that she could smell what had been going on. Perhaps heard it as well. Didn’t 
really matter. 


Cora’s eyebrows went into her hairline. Her mouth pinched in the obvious way. Clearly 
annoyed and downright irritated. She stays there for several seconds. Lets out a huff. Then, 
she turns on her heel. Promptly walking out and saying not one thing to either Stiles or 
Derek. That, somehow, made things infinitely worse. Not that things were bad, but they were 
certainly embarrassing. Stiles felt his face go hot. He had no doubt that the tips of his ears 
were beet red. 


“That was...oops.” Stiles said sheepishly. 


“Opps is right. I specifically told you not to try and fuck me in the kitchen. Now, I'm gonna 
have to hear about that for a damn week.” The alpha snapped. 


Stiles just tucked his head down. Unwilling, or rather, unable to look the alpha in the face. 
He could only imagine what Erica and Laura were going to say. And god, Peter. That asshole 
was gonna be the worst out of all of them. The smug little shithead. Stiles may have to started 
to get along better with him. That didn’t mean he liked the guy, or the snide comments he 
made under his breath. 


They manage to collect themselves. Enough to make it back to Derek’s room. Away from 
prying eyes and ears and all other manner of intrusions. Once there, the alpha, not having had 
enough from last night, or from just being fucked minutes earlier, decides that all he wants 
his Stiles’ cock in his mouth. Which was fine. What wasn’t fine, was when the alpha flipped 
him around, and pinned him against the wall. 


Stiles, however hesitant, was willing to admit it. He liked Derek’s aggressive, alpha 
behavior. He didn’t mind being manhandled a bit. A bit, being the key phrase. That being 
said, he was quite worried that Derek was going to fuck him the way that he fucked him. 
Which, in theory, what hot as all hell. Realistically, and practically, there were plenty of 
things that could go wrong. Namely, Stiles wasn’t nearly as rough with Derek as Derek had 
been with him. Secondly, if something did go horribly wrong, his ass did not have magical 
healing properties. 


Thankfully, by the graces of whatever eldritch entities watched over him, Derek did not try 
and fuck him in the manner. The alpha was more than content to simply rut against the crack 
of Stiles’ ass. Sliding back and forth. One hand wrapped around his throat. The other, around 
his now hardening cock. Despite the frankly concerning amount of sex they’d already had, 
neither one of them lasts very long. 


The alpha spills all over Stiles’ back, and Stiles finishes over the alpha’s fingers. The both 
of them are a hot, sweaty, panting mess by the time the ordeal is over with. Sex was great, but 
Stiles’ ass was a bit sore. As well as his dick from cumming so much. He needed a couple 
hours of rest at the very least. Thankfully, the last bout of hormonal, pent sexual tension 
seemed to satisfy Derek. 


The alpha licked Stiles’ cum off his fingers. Slapping him on the ass. Coyly telling him to 
go and take a shower. Much to his displeasure, Derek didn’t follow him. Which was probably 
for the best. Given that they, more than likely, would not have been able to keep their hands 
off of each other. If the pattern held anways. Stiles had a funny feeling that would be exactly 
the case. 


He makes it quick. Knowing that Derek probably didn’t want cum drying to his ass. When 
he manages to get himself clean, and dried, and dressed, Stiles makes his way back towards 
the center of the house. But not before the alpha stops him. Snatching him by the wrist. 
Pulling him close. Until their chests were touching. The man’s eyes are screaming, glaring 
red. A low growl in his chest. 


Stiles pretty much figured that Derek was gonna throw him down on the bed and take him 
from behind like some cheap romance novel. Only, as it turned out, that was not the case. In 
fact, it was far, far better. Derek kissed him. Slow and tender. Rumbling happily. Like a cat 
laying in the sun. The alpha’s arms wrap around him. Gently, but strongly. It was nice. Nicer 
than Stiles had the words for. 


It scared the hell out of him. In truth, it terrified him beyond measure. How nice it felt. Not 
just the sex. Not just the way the two of them seemed to be unable to keep their hands to 
themselves. It was...nice. Nice. He felt a soothing, bone-deep warmth. It started in his belly 
and swam upwards until it had nestled in his cheeks. It was...nice. That was the word that 
kept going through his head. Over and over and over again. Nice. 


Derek kisses him again before making his way to the shower. Stiles felt tingly and a little 
bit dizzy. He didn’t know what the hell any of that meant. So, he opted for breakfast instead. 
He could work on his feelings later. Whatever they may have been. 


The kitchen was already starting to come alive. Erica was there. Feeding Micha. The 
infant’s attention was quickly drawn towards Stiles when he walked in. Making grabby hands 
and babbling incoherently. Erica hands him off with that shit-eating grin of her’s. Stiles holds 
up a single finger in warning. Silently letting the woman know that he wasn’t in the mood. 


Micha giggles as Stiles takes hold of him. Happily and gleefully smiling as he’s bounced 
up and down. There it was again. That indescribable, wordless feeling. It was similar to the 
one that Stiles had felt when Derek had kissed him. Only, a tad different. It danced across his 
skin and made the hairs on his arms stand on end. In a good way. The way that made him 
feel...made him feel...safe. That was the word that he felt matched best. Safe. 


Stiles knew, without a doubt, that when he went to sleep, he would have to get Micha to 
stop fussing first. When he woke up, he would be the first person that Micha wanted to see. 
He would be the one to get him laugh first. To get him to stop crying the quickest. Stiles had 
no idea why he felt safe, or why it didn’t terrify him as much as what he felt with Derek. But 
truthfully, it didn’t matter. Micha was his, and that wasn’t going to change. 


They eat breakfast in a muted kind of energy. It was pretty clear that everyone was wore 
out from last night. The energy of the full moon left the crashing and a little bit lathargic. 
Stiles giggled as Isaac finally came slumping into the kitchen. Eyes groggy and only half- 
awake. He gave Stiles the finger as he made his way towards the coffee. 


Micha warbles and coos at the newest person to enter the kitchen. He was, however, 
slowly getting used to the other people in the pack. He was getting used to people other than 
Stiles. The infant was still very much attached to Stiles the most though. Which was fine. For 
now. He didn’t know how he would manage things in the future, and what even the future 
held. But, for right now, he was here, and he was okay. 


They end things with the usual routine. With everyone doing whatever the hell they 
wanted. Erica keeps her snide comments to herself. Leaving Stiles alone with Micha. Boyd, 
ever attached to the she-wolf's hip, follows suit. Much like an enamored puppy. Isaac retreats 
back to his room. Doing whatever it was he did in the isolation. He certainly liked his 
privacy. 


Stiles, having nothing else to do, makes his way to the living room with Micha. The Hales 
had an impressive selection of DVD’s. Including all the best Disney classics. It was never too 
early to start one’s education in the wide, wonderful world of animation. After all, who didn’t 
love Alladin ? 


Micha seemed to like the vibrant colors of the animations, and how jovial the songs were. 
As most children did. It was an old favorite of Stiles’. Among all the Disney movies, he had a 
list of his favorites. This was just the one that they were starting with. He was more than 
happy to laze about the couch. Letting Micha enjoy the reliving of Stiles’ childhood. 

things were, given all things considered, going rather well. At least, that’s what Stiles 
thought. That is, until Cora came and all but slammed herself down on the couch next to him. 


Letting out a rather irritated huff as she did so. Stiles could tell that she was, in no way, happy 
to be here. But, here she was. So, he did the only thing he could think of. Which was place 
his hand on the young woman’s head. Everything was going fine. She seemed to be okay 
with the touch. Then, she had to ruin it by speaking. 


“T need you to have sex with me.” 
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There were a lot of sensations currently making their way through Derek’s head. Rather a lot 
of feelings. Some he recognized. Others, he did not. The first and most powerful that made 
sense to him, and, in the same moment, it made zero sense, was he bone deep, animalistic 
sense of pride he felt in having fucked Stiles. Multiple times. There was also a strange kind 
of ego that he felt that came from Stiles fucking him. Albeit, in the kitchen. Where everyone 
and their mother was able to smell it. As well as the fact that Cora had been the one to walk 
in on them. 


That was going to be embarrassing for years to come. Thankfully, his younger sister was not 
the type to comment on such matters. Namely, it was Derek’s own mortification that would 
haunt him for the next decade. His betas, however, they were a different story altogether. 
Erica in particular took great pleasure in teasing. Derek would have to correct that out of the 
gate. That was the smaller of the problems that he faced. 


An alpha’s betas responded to their alpha as a whole. Derek and Stiles had sex. Rather a lot 
of sex. Enough that they smelled of each other. Enough that it was difficult to tell them apart 
for a little while afterwards. In the eyes of the wolf, of their deepest instincts, they might start 
to see Stiles as Derek’s...well...his mate. 


The alpha didn’t know how he felt about that. The sex was great. Incredible even. But great 
sex did not mean a good match for a mate. At least, not normally. The problem, as it stood, 
was that Stiles had literally every other quality that an alpha would look for in a mate. 


Strong. Resilient. Bullheaded and unflinching. But, at the opposite of those things, kind. 
Caring. Compassionate. Especially where Micha was concerned. Hell, half the women in 
Beacon Hills looked at Stiles like he was a piece of prime rib. His magical talents aside, he 
was well liked for his other qualities. Derek, in no way, was an exception to that level of 
infatuation. 


The alpha had wrestled with himself quite extensively over the fact. Given that, before this, 
he had never given much consideration towards members of his sex. Especially where sex 
and mating were concerned. But now, here, with Stiles, everything he thought he knew about 
himself was...well...different. 


The main issue, the one that gave him the most issue, and the most trouble, was separating 
man from wolf. The wolf was his deepest, most animal self. The one that saw things in black 
and white. Clear-cut and dry. No question. No contest. Easy. The man complicated matters. 
Given that the man operated on logic, sense, reason. Derek had tempered both sides, and tried 


to be a good alpha. But...he knew. He knew that whatever he had with Stiles was new, and, 
strange, and complicated. But it was also good. 


Good. That was the word he wanted to use. That was the word that paraded around his mind. 
Good. Stiles was good. Loud mouthed. Sarcastic. A bit tactless at times. Completely clueless 
as to how pack worked and lived and functioned, but good. Derek could not deny that. He 
could not deny that the idea of Stiles was good. But that was the catch. The idea of Stiles. 


In the cold, hard reality, the idea was fragile. Stiles, however well he seemed to fit in, and get 
along with the pack, did not belong here. He had a life before this. Before being held captive 
by Kate. Before the war. Certainly, before Derek. He had a father. A family. Friends. People 
he knew and loved before all that he knew was ripped from him. And, deep down, the alpha 
understood. 


Stiles was clinging to that idea. The idea that he could have it all back. In truth, as long as 
Stiles clung to that, he would never truly belong. As long as he had the hope getting back 
what was lost, no matter how much he loved Micha, how much he got along with Isaac, 
Erica, and Boyd, how much he enjoyed having sex with Derek...there would always be the 
chance that he would leave. And that, more than anything, terrified the alpha. 


And as if on cue, the universe seemed to open the gates to more bullshit. As just as he was 
getting ready to run a routine patrol, he caught wind of familiar scent. One that he had not 
encountered in sometime. The scent of a foreign alpha. He knew the scent of every alpha in 
Beacon Hills. This one was not one of theirs. Even stranger, he was not amongst other 
wolves. He was with humans. And one scent, Derek knew. The sheriff. 


He heads calmly to wear the scent is at its strongest. Where he knows they will be. Right at 
the edge of where Beacon Hills ended, stood one John Stilinski. The most to his right, a 
floppy haired, crooked jawed youth, was the alpha in question. There were several others 
with him. Derek did not step forward. 


“Alpha Hale.” The sheriff said plainly. 
“You must have a good reason for coming back, and unarmed at that.” Derek said. 


The sheriff didn’t say anything. Just pointing to the man, the alpha standing next to him. It 
took Derek a minute to understand. The risk. The reason. But then, the barest hint of the 
man’s scent finished coming through. He was bitten. He was a bitten wolf. Things became a 
bit clearer. 


“If you want me to take him in, you need to understand, things are different now.” Derek said 
whilst wondering about what else he needed to tell the sheriff. 


“He’s a good kid. Got a bad draw. Attacked by an alpha looking to replace his pack. I put 
three bullets in his head. Now, he needs to learn. Please.” The sheriff begged. 


Derek had heard things outside Beacon Hills were bad. They had their own issues here with 
this many alphas. This many packs crammed into the same space. However, the had strength 
in numbers. They had that, if nothing else. It would have been foolish for anyone, hunter, 


civilian, or another pack to try and attack them. Especially, and even though he hated to admit 
it, with Deucalion, Ennis, Kali, Ethan, and Aiden present. They would rip anyone to shreds 
merely for the pleasure of doing so. Well, the twins were somewhat less murderous. That 
being said, another alpha, and a bitten one at that, presented its own issues. 


Derek could hear the man’s heart break. More so than it already had. But, in the deepest 
reaches of the alpha’s mind, where his darkest fears lay, he knew. He knew what he had to do. 
He would welcome this alpha. Train him. Give him peace and safety. Give him comfort and 
pack. But, in that same moment, Derek would be letting go of Stiles. His father was here, and 
that meant that he was leaving. And, if he was being perfectly honest, he had no idea what he 
was going to do about it. 


Chapter End Notes 


Double cliffhanger. Next chapter, Stiles makes some decisions, and Derek learns that 
feelings are more complicated than he originally thought. Thanks for reading, and as 
always, much love. 


Chapter 10 


Chapter Notes 


Whole lotta angst folks. With a touch of humor. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“Huh?” 


Stiles considered himself to be a fairly even minded person. Especially given what he had 
been through the last several years. You know, being held captive and forced to use his magic 
against his will. Then the whole being rescued thing. By werewolves, no less. Then, on top of 
that, being the surrogate parent to a werewolf baby. There was a lot going on in his life, and 
he figured that he was handling things pretty damn well. Then, Cora had to go and throw this 
curveball. 


“T need you to have sex with me.” Cora restated. 


“Okay, I heard you. I’m just confused as to why. You know, cause what the hell?” Stiles 
asked. 


“Because I’m gonna be going into heat in the next three days, and out of all the shitty options 
I have for a potential partner, you’re the least shitty out of the bunch.” Cora explained. 


That's when a lightbulb went off in Stiles’ head. He didn’t know all that much about 
werewolves. Given that he was human, and did not have the wolfy instincts and all that. 
What he did know, he had taken by ear. Others, he had overheard. The whole ‘heat’ thing, he 
didn’t really understand. What little he did know was quite basic. Werewolves, mainly 
females, had a mating cycle. Only alphas had one. Betas males did not. Beyond that, he was 
clueless. 


“Okay, on the one hand, rude. On the other, I guess I should take that as a compliment.” 
Stiles quipped. 


“T’m not joking, asshole. Listen, wolves, especially alpha, don’t really care about when a 
female is in heat. All they care about is getting their rocks off, and damned if I actually enjoy 
myself. You're not a total asshole. So, at the very least, I know that you’ll actually care about 
by wellbeing.” Cora said while her face started to turn red. 


“That’s...that’s actually really sweet. But, correct me if I’m wrong, but when you’re, you 
know, that’s like, meant for you to get pregnant, right?” Stiles asked awkwardly. 


“I’m sure we can find condoms somewhere in town, if that makes you more comfortable.” 
Cora assured him. 


“Yeah, hard pass on that one. Micha is enough. I don’t really want another one.” Stiles said 
firmly. 


Cora just huffed in derision. Throwing herself atop Stiles in an agitated growl. Stiles knew 
that she wasn’t about to drag him back to her cave, or whatever cheap, romance novel shit he 
could conjure up. Instead, the she-wolf just presses herself into Stiles’ chest. Resting his head 
at the base of his neck. Gently rumbling in the back of his throat. 


He just sighs. Having no other option but to endure the woman’s attention. He pulls her 
closer. Kissing the top of her head affectionately. Letting her lay there with him and Micha. It 
was certainly awkward, and certainly not something he had expected. Given that Cora was 
mostly standoffish and not the warmest, fuzziest person in the house. 


That being said, he wasn’t really going to refuse her this. Cora wasn’t the only person to 
get touchy feely. Hell, by the comparison he could would make with some of the others, she 
was tame. So, Stiles was more than happy to let the woman snuggle up to him. So long as she 
kept things PG. Which, thankfully, she did. 


“You know, any other guy would have leapt at what I was asking you.” Cora said halfway 
through Alladin 2 . 


“True, but it was the way you asked it. You said you ‘need’ me to have sex with you. 
Meaning it’s an obligation, or a fulfillment of something. You don’t actually want me to sleep 
with you.” Stiles said. 


“Like I said, you’re the best in a shit heap of shit heap options. It goes easier, better, if I 
have someone with me.” Cora explained. 


“What if we don’t have sex? Stiles asked. 
“That was kind of the entire purpose of me asking you, dumbass.” Cora snapped. 


“T mean, what if I just, held you. Like I’m doing now. Clothes on, and all that. No funny 
business. Just me, well, cuddling you.” Stiles offered. 


Cora sat back. Looking at him with an intense kind of gaze. It was the kind of thing that 
said plenty without really saying anything at all. Where words weren’t exactly needed, and 
the silence between the two of them spoke volumes. Even more so when she leaned forward 
and tried to kiss him. That's where he drew the line. 


Very gently, Stiles pressed his hand to her mouth. Shaking his head. Cora, however 
innocently, was trying, honestly trying, to see if she could get Stiles to sway towards what she 
was asking. It wasn’t going to work. Nothing against her. She was a perfectly attractive 
young woman, but something about the whole thing didn’t feel quite right. 


“You'll fuck my brother, but not me.” Cora said harshly, trying to get a rise out of him. 


“Firstly, low blow. Secondly, Derek was in his right mind. Correct me if I’m wrong, but 
when you’re in heat, you don’t exactly think rationally. You are only focused on what your 
body wants and desires. Not what you as a person actually desire.” Stiles retorted. 


Cora, realizing that she wasn’t going to win this one, huffs in irritation. She had, mistakenly, 
chose the one guy in all of Beacon Hills he would actually refuse her. Maybe it’s because he 
was human. Maybe it’s because he knew what it was like to being taken advantage of. Kate 
had done that for years. Taken away his agency. His autonomy. Everything that he was, 
reduced to what he could use and exploit. 


Cora, however much she said she wanted Stiles for that, he didn’t believe her. And he 
wasn’t about to let her make a decision that she would later come to regret. Not on his behalf. 
Besides, as he had said to her, Micha was enough. He didn’t need another kid in his life. One 
werewolf baby was plenty as it stood. 


He was a just a hair away from falling asleep along with Micha when he heard the front 
door open. Derek must have been back from doing whatever alpha things he needed to attend 
to. Stiles wasn’t entirely sure what exactly an alpha’s role was. He didn’t know a lot of things 
where Derek was concerned. And, as it turned out, things were about to get a lot more 
complicated with who walked in. 


“Cora, take Micha. Now.” Stiles said with his voice breaking. 


Cora, having no time to say or do anything other than grab Micha, simply did so. Stiles was 
on his feet quicker than he had ever been in his life. His father was older now. There was 
more grey in his chestnut hair. More lines around his eyes and mouth. He looked...tired. The 
man’s eyes went wide. Along with Scott’s. Simple, goofy Scott. The two people he wanted to 
see most in the world. Right in front of him. He can barely stay standing. His heart 
was beating so hard it felt like his chest might just explode. Stiles has him arms around his 
father before he fell to his knees. The man’s arms are just as strong and warm as he 
remembered. Scott joins them soon enough. Stiles can’t hear what they’re saying. He can’t 
hear what they’re saying because he’s sobbing. Loud and shameful. The world feels unreal. 
Fractured, and bent, and broken. Like it could all be ripped away from him in the blink of an 
eye. 


He doesn’t know how long he stays there. Crying and babbling incoherently. Unable to 
actually form a complete sentence. What breaks him out of it, what makes him stop, was that 
familiar, icky feeling that crept across his skin. He already knew he was walking in the door 
before he even saw them. 


He detaches himself from his father and Scott. Finger itching and seeing red. Deucalion 
and Ennis stood in the doorway. No doubt here to start shit. Like always. They weren’t, 
however, expecting Stiles. Nor were they expecting him to go from crying and balling, to 
sheer, unrestrained rage in a matter of seconds. It didn’t take a genius to figure out why they 
were here. They didn’t like humans in Beacon Hills. 


“Leave.” Stiles said firmly. 


“T do believe we have...” Deucalion started to say. 


“Leave, or you’ ll be shitting out your liver. I’m not kidding. Get out.” Stiles warned. 


The alpha looked at Stiles with a quizzical expression. Turning his head to the side. Like a cat 
might do when observing a mouse it was about to pounce on. Ennis visibly flinched 
backwards. He was afraid. No doubt remembering what Stiles had done to him some weeks 
earlier. This time, what he did would, in no way, be temporary. 


For some reason, be it Stiles’ magic being able to kill the, or just having another idea in 
mind, Deucalion retreats. Never taking his eyes off Stiles. Ennis follows behind him silently, 
but he was no fool. Stiles knew good and well that this wasn’t the end of things. It never was 
where Deucalion was concerned. As the man himself had said before, he always got what he 
wanted. 
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Derek knew the risks of letting the sheriff and the alpha he had brought with him into Beacon 
Hills. It was a longstanding policy. Well, it was one to Deucalion anyways. The man had no 
intentions of allowing humans into Beacon Hills. At all. They were either killed, or turned. 
No exceptions. Save for this. The alpha knew that it was dangerous, but it was also the right 
thing to do. 


The sheriff was hard pressed to follow them into town. He had, for all intents and 
purposes, simply wanted to leave the alpha in their care. Departing shortly afterwards. Derek 
did not disclose the reason as to why he wanted the man to follow him. Given that it would 
have only made things complicated. Which it was. Deucalions’ presence aside. 


The alpha feared the worst. Stiles was, after all, a broken man. A kind man. A caring one. 
A compassionate one. But broken. It was obvious to anyone who paid any real attention. 
Sometimes, out of nowhere...it was his eyes. Those stunning whiskey and amber eyes went to 
a place where Derek could not follow. They went...dark. In a way. Wherever Stiles was, it 
was the worst possible place for him. The alpha only wanted to make sure that he was safe, 
and cared for. And now, he could. Perhaps. 


The sheriff listens intently. Derek watched as the man turned four different shades of red. 
Rage poured off the man in waves. He seemed to actually vibrate with it. Hands clenched so 
hard that his knuckles turned white. The alpha could understand where Stiles’ anger came 
from. And like his son, it was always appropriate. Scott, the alpha that came with him, was of 
a similar nature. 


Stiles doesn’t go too far into detail of what had happened to him. He does, however, 
emphasize that Derek and the others had saved him. As well as taken care of him. The 
sheriff, surprisingly, hugs Derek quite tightly. Which wasn’t as awkward as he thought it 
would be. However, things were about to get awkward. Cora had no real handle on how to 
deal with Micha. So, when the infant started to fuss, she became visibly panicked. Holding 
him out like a grenade that was about to go off. Quickly handing off to Stiles. The change 
was immediate. 


“Poor guy. Come on now, that’s your big sister.” Stiles said lightly bouncing Micha up and 
down. 


“Um, son. Care to explain?” The sheriff asked. 


“Oh, I guess I should mention. I kinda got a kid. By accident.” Stiles said without 
elaboration. 


“Stiles, you don’t ‘accidentally’ get a kid.” The sheriff said with a raised eyebrow. 


“He was at the same facility we rescued Stiles from. Micha bonded with him, and well, the 
rest is history.” Derek explained. 


“I’m not old enough to be a grandfather.” The sheriff said rubbing his temples in frustration. 


Stiles just laughs. Quickly handing Micha off to his father. Much like how Derek was when 
he first held the infant, the man looked ready to shit himself. Shockingly, Micha did not 
become distressed when being handed off. In fact, he cooed happily. Smiling and laughing as 
the sheriff awkwardly 


Scott wraps his arms around Stiles. Resting his head on the other man’s shoulder. Watching 
as the sheriff continued to speak goo-goo to Micha. Derek felt...jealous. That was the right 
word for what he felt. His wolf rumbled in intense displeasure at seeing another alpha 
casually touch Stiles. Which was a strange thing for him to consider. Given that he was 
perfectly fine with Isaac, Erica, and Boyd touching him. Hell, even Laura, who was an alpha 
like him. That's when it clicked. 


Derek felt jealous because his wolf saw Stiles as theirs. He was possessive and that made his 
damn head spin like no fucking tomorrow. The way that Stiles made him feel and think and 
act. Because all he wanted to do at the moment was drag the other man back to his room. Pin 
him down and fuck him from behind. Preferably loud enough for Scott to hear. That way, the 
other alpha knew who Stiles belonged to. That, however, would not be very welcoming 
behavior. So, Derek clamps down on that particular thought process. Wanting to simply deal 
with the matters at hand. Namely, and most importantly, Deucalion. 


When Derek shows up to the man’s house, he arrives with Deaton and Boyd. There was a 
palpable tension in the air. One that made all the hairs on his body stand up. It was clear that 
the demon wolf wanted the sheriff’s head. He wanted to keep Beacon Hills human free. And, 
of course, the sheriff was the perfect example of the men that Deucalion wanted dead. At 
least, that’s what Derek had thought. As it so happened, that was not the case. It was 
something far worse. 


Deucalion was, in actuality, quite thrilled with the sheriff’s arrival. Given that it was a means 
to manipulate Stiles. Quite typical of the man. Any means was justified when it came to 
getting what he wanted. Derek, however, warned the man. In as clear as words as possible. If 
he attempted to harm the sheriff, to use him, or Scott in any way, he would be responsible for 
what happened to him. Stiles had already made it perfectly clear. He was willing to use his 
magic for malicious purposes. He would not, in any way, hesitate to kill Deucalion. And it 
would not be slow or pretty. 


The demon wolf seemed shocked at the idea that Derek would let Stiles even come close to 
that. In truth, Derek didn’t much care for the idea of Stiles using his magic for that. Namely, 


because it was clear that his magic was a double-edged sword. He had been asleep for two 
days after the incident with Ennis. Deucalion was ten times stronger, and, therefore, would 
probably incur even greater backlash. There was also the matter of not wanting Stiles to have 
to use his magic for any more terrible things. 


Derek knew that, in a one-on-one fight, he would more than likely lose. Deucalion wasn’t 
just powerful, he was experienced. Enough that it would probably take at least two other 
alphas to kill him. There was also the fact of Kali and Ennis. They would defend Deucalion 
with their lives. Not out of loyalty, but rather, to preserve the way things were. Where they 
could kill and maim as they saw fit. 


Derek figured that Ethan and Aiden would abandon ship as soon as anything close like that 
came to happening. They did not respect Deucalion, and only stayed out of fear. They had a 
taste for violence much like Ennis and Kali did. But nowhere near as extreme. If it came to it, 
they wouldn’t fight, but they certainly wouldn’t help the other three. 


When Derek concludes with what he has to settle with Deucalion, he begins arranging what 
he had discussed with the sheriff as they walked to the house. The community they had built 
up north was...well...gone. Two winters, and multiple attacks had left things devastated. Over 
eighty percent of them were dead. They were all but defenseless. They had plenty of weapons 
and ammo, but not enough manpower. Derek promised to arrange a means for them to return 
to Beacon Hills. Deucalion and his lot be damned. 


The rest of them arrive some days later, and Derek feels his house grow ever more crowded. 
Stiles’ friend Lydia, and Scott’s mother Melissa were among those who arrived. And, of 
course, the alpha wanted Stiles friends and family near him. As much as it displeased him to 
have another alpha in the house. He did his best. Gritting his teeth and keeping his mouth 
shut. He kept his scent marking to an appropriate level. Not wanting to cause tension between 
himself and Scott. 


He and Stiles spent a great deal of time together. Derek still felt that twinge of jealousy 
whenever he saw the other alpha touching Stiles. Caught his scent on the man’s skin, but he 
endured. He was a properly raised, gentlemanly alpha. The Hales were raised to be examples 
to the rest of the werewolf world. However, that being said, Derek’s wolf could only handle 
so much. 


He attempts to have some alone time with Stiles. Where they could be by themselves. Talk. 
Maybe about where they were going to head in the future. Because, truthfully, Derek wanted 
more than to be Stiles’ alpha. He wanted more than just being pack to the man. He 
had...feelings. Confusing, scary feelings. Ones that he didn’t understand all that much. Where 
shit hit the fan was the fact that Derek’s jealousy could handle one wolf taking Stiles’ 
attention and affections. 


So, when he finds Stiles in his room, he wants to talk things through. What he gets in his 
sister half-naked. Laying atop Stiles. The scent of her heat filling up the entire room. Stiles 
arms wrapped around her. Pulling her close. That...that was the straw that broke the camel’s 
back. He shifted before he could even realize it. 


Chapter End Notes 


That was fun. Next chapter, Derek learns that talking is good. And that humans and 
werewolves could always use a bit of clarification. 


Chapter 11 


Chapter Notes 


Some fluff, but hella, and I mean, HELLA angst folks. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Stiles’ life had been, once again, turned on its head. He had been living with a bunch of 
werewolves for a while. Including being a surrogate parent to an orphan wolf baby. Then, 
there was the whole hooking up with Derek thing. And while the sex was fantastic, really, 
really, fantastic, it was confusing as hell. Atop of everything else he was currently dealing 
with in his life. To say nothing of Cora asking him to, well, that. 


So, when his father shows up, along with Scott, everything seemed to break. Every last 
hope that he had nearly given up on sparks back to life. The dreams of having what he had 
lost returned to him came true. His family was alive. They were safe. They were alive and 
they were safe and they were here. It couldn’t have been more perfect. Except, very rarely, do 
things ever work out the way that people wanted. 


The first problem, as it stood, was his father. Just a few years ago the man was their enemy. 
Now, he was being given shelter. Food. Etc. The man that the wolves had fought against was 
now living amongst them. Some, namely Deucalion and his lot, took issue with that. Hell, 
even in the house, it was rather clear that not everyone was particularly happy about it. Peter 
most of all. His inherent distrust of humans was not easily overcome. Stiles assured the man 
that his father was good, and that there wouldn’t be any issues. Peter, as he always did, 
remained skeptical. 


The other issue was Scott. Having another alpha in the house put everyone on edge. Well, 
the werewolves anyways. Stiles on the other hand, was absolutely delighted to have his best 
friend back. They slept in the same bed the first night. Unwilling and unable to leave each 
other’s side. It was kinda weird, but also not. Stiles had grown used to how touchy 
werewolves were. Some, more than others. Namely, Derek. 


The man had...issues. For the most part, he had been rather respectful of Stiles’ boundaries 
and personal space. However, after they’d had sex, and with Scott’s arrival, things had 
gotten...intense. Derek was busy facilitating the arrival of Scott and the other into Beacon 
Hills. However, whenever it was possible, he occupied a great deal of Stiles’ space. 


They hadn't had sex again. Which was fine. But Derek seemed almost...intense. The way 
that he always wanted to be near Stiles. To touch and scent mark him. He wasn’t necessarily 
unnerved or annoyed by it. It was just how suddenly things were ramped up that made Stiles 
take pause. Scott didn’t seem to mind. Though, he did make one or two comments on how 
Stiles stank. Which made sense. Alphas were particularly sensitive about that kind of thing. 


The next shock that came was that, after only a couple of days, Scott seemed to fit right 
in. Everyone realized rather quickly that, despite being an alpha, he was just a giant puppy. A 
ball of goofy and sweetness. Exactly how he was as a human. Stiles was thrilled to have his 
best friend back. As well as the fact that he seemed to be getting along with everyone rather 
well. Some more than others. 


The first time he sees it, Stiles smiles like the devil. Cause he knows all hell is about to 
break loose. In the best possible way. Isaac was not the most sociable person. He could 
actually be kinda of a dick sometimes. Jaded was a good word for it. But that being said, he 
was still as cuddly as the others. And now that Scott was in the house, that went to a whole 
lot more. 


Laura had said that Isaac struggled with separating wolf instinct from human memory. 
Where Scott was concerned, it was all wolf and no chaser. They were defiantly fucking. 
Much like how Stiles and Derek had gotten together. It was primal, and just plain animal. 
Scott, however, was far more invested than he was willing to admit. He was never one for 
casual or easy. He was, as he always was, a die-hard romantic. Isaac, however cold he may 
have been, couldn’t resist that kind of charm. Stiles found it to be hilarious. 


Lydia, now that she was here, also took a great amount of enjoyment in watching those 
two. It was the best thing ever, really. Scott was exactly the same as Stiles remembered him 
in high school. Trying his hardest, and bumbling over himself. Trying to make a good 
impression. Isaac, being somewhat emotionally stunted, didn’t quite know how to process the 
fact that someone had a genuine interest in him. Scott tried to keep things to a Hallmark 
standard. All sappy and shit. But, his wolfy little brain also wanted things that would make a 
sailor blush. Stiles happily watched as his best friend realized that trying to be in a 
relationship, especially with another guy, wasn’t going to be easy. 


Lydia made mental notes. As if she was cataloging the entire process. But Scott and Isaac 
weren’t the only ones with her attention. Much like she had always done, the woman knew 
everything. Including how Derek and Stiles acted around each other. She pushed for 
information as quickly as she breathed. Stiles blushed like a schoolgirl. Not wanting to reveal 
the rather intimate details of his sex life. 


Lydia, as she did, huffed in annoyance. But made no further comments. For which Stiles 
was grateful. He didn’t want to think about Derek. Well, rather, it was that he didn’t want to 
think about what he felt with Derek. They had sex. Like, really good, animalistic sex where 
they couldn’t keep their hands off each other for the entire time they were together. Hell, 
Stiles had fucked Derek in the kitchen. It was great. But the sex aside, Stiles felt...fuzzy. 


The actuality of Derek was fun and satisfying. The thought of Derek, the idea of the man 
was...warm. That’s what Stiles felt. It was awkward and strange and certainly confusing. 
But...he...Stiles didn’t really have the words for it. The way Derek made him feel. Safe? 
Secure? The idea that he only felt this way because the alpha protected him didn’t exactly sit 
well with Stiles. It was something else. Something that made him question and wonder. 
Leaving him confused and conflicted about what was actually happening between them. 


There was also the matter of Cora. Stiles knew the least about her amongst everyone in the 
house. She was never out and out hostile, but she kept her distance. From everyone. 


Including her own family. So, when she blatantly asks Stiles to sleep with her, it kinda threw 
him for a loop. He had considered what she asked, and why she asking it. He didn’t quite 
understand what being in heat meant. Only that, according to Cora, it was better if someone 
was with her. 


She was a perfectly attractive woman, and any other guy would have gladly hopped on 
that chance like no tomorrow. That being said, Stiles knew that, whatever Cora’s body may 
have wanted, her own self may have wanted something entirely different. Which didn’t 
exactly sit well with him. So, he decided that sex was off the table. Entirely. That being said, 
he wasn’t going to leave the woman high and dry. 


Cora had trusted him enough to ask him for help. Trusted him enough to ask, however 
much she may not have wanted to, and that meant something. Stiles was perfectly happy to 
cuddle her, and help take care of her. But sex was off the table. Cora was irritated, but 
accepted nonetheless. Namely because she didn’t have any other options. Her heat was due to 
start tomorrow, and she needed someone to be there. 


The actual day, Stiles tries to stay calm and keep things, well, discreet. It's not like Cora 
wanted anyone knowing what was going on. Even though everyone already knew. Well, they 
knew that she was about to go into heat. They didn’t know what she’d be staying with Stiles 
during the process. Which was fine. They were both adults, and their decisions were theirs 
and no one else’s. At least, that’s what Stiles had thought. But, as it turned out, the universe 
had other plans for him. 


The first real problem, which he kind of expected, was Cora not exactly respecting the 
whole ‘no sex’ thing. At first, when it started, she just laid on top of Stiles. Breathing kind of 
heavy. Face buried in his neck. She was really warm to the touch. Just below feeling feverish. 
It wasn’t terrible. Then, the wandering hands had started. Stiles warned her that if Cora 
couldn’t keep it PG, he was going to leave. 


The she-wolf groaned in irritation. Promising to keep her hands to herself. That, however, 
did not stop her from taking her clothes off. Well, most of them. One second, cuddles. The 
next, Cora was sitting up. Taking off her blouse. Stiles felt his face go hot as he started 
sputtering. Cora just huffed. Revealing that she was wearing a tank top underneath. So, she 
wasn’t completely naked. That being said, when she took off her pants and was in a pair of 
short shorts, Stiles’ brain felt like it had been deep fried. Extra crispy. 


He thinks of dead puppies. Dead puppies and old nuns. Dead puppies and old nuns and an 
aging Maggie Smith. Cause Cora goes right back to laying on top him. Thankfully, she keeps 
her hands to herself. Occasionally fidgeting when Stiles played with her hair. Cora seemed to 
have calmed down a little bit. Given that she wasn’t back to making grabby hands towards 
Stiles’ dick. Which was nice. Until it wasn’t. Because just as they were about to go to sleep, 
the door opened. And there stood one very angry, very shifted Derek Hale. Shit. 


“Cora...fuck...P1l be right back. Okay?” Stiles said. 


The she-wolf just rolled her eyes. Turning away from Stiles as he got out of the bed. He 
wanted to explain that it wasn’t what it looked like. And that things weren’t what they 
seemed. Except, he didn’t get the chance. Because as soon as he had cleared the doorway, 


closing the door to give them some kind of privacy, the alpha had Stiles pinned against the 
wall. Growling quite loudly. 


It was the sexy, ‘I’m very into this growling’. No. This was the, ‘I’m fucking pissed’ kind 
of growling. Derek’s hands pinned his wrists above his head with a surprising amount of 
force. Stiles tried not to hold it against the man. Given that he had found Stiles in bed with 
his sister while she was in heat. Which, understandably, looked rather bad. He was just about 
to try and explain when Derek did something that Stiles didn’t really see coming. 


Very gently, but having done it nonetheless, Derek takes his fangs, and bites down on the 
column of Stiles’ throat. Not hard enough to draw blood. But hard enough to hurt. And hard 
enough to make a point. Stiles, for what was perhaps the first time, a little bit afraid of Derek. 
The alpha had never once done this. Even when they were having wild, full moon marathon 
sex. He gets an insight as to why when Derek finally says something. 


“Mine.” The alpha growls once he releases Stiles from his grip. 


It took a few seconds. Given everything that had just happened, but Stiles understood. He 
understood, and he was pisses. He went from being slightly afraid to enraged as quickly as he 
could blink. Every last hair on his body stood on edge. His heart was in his ears. He actually 
started to shake. Derek seemed to get the hint. Stepping back while his features returned to 
human. 


“Leave.” Stiles said while gritting his teeth. 
“Stiles, I....” The alpha started to say. 
“Leave, or so help me god, you’ll walk with a limp the rest of your life.” 


Derek actually flinches back. Actually, physically cringes away from him. Good. The point 
landed. Stiles had started to breathe heavily now. The alpha just stares at him for a few 
seconds. Then, he turns on his heel. Silently departing. Leaving Stiles alone with his anger. 
Alone with the shattered idea that he had meant something to the man. Which, as it turned 
out, he didn’t. 


Had Derek just been mad about Stiles staying with Cora in her heat, that would have been 
understandable. But no, that wasn’t the case. The alpha was mad because somewhere in that 
wolfy fucking brain of his, he believed that Stiles belonged to him. That he was a possession. 
That, of course, didn’t sit particularly well. It left a foul, sour taste in his mouth. So, he does 
the only thing that he can think of. Which was go back inside. He may have been pissed, but 
he had promised Cora that he would help her in whatever way that he could. 


She doesn’t say anything as Stiles wrapped his arms around her. She doesn’t ask what’s 
wrong. Even though it is quite clear that something is wrong. That something, or rather 
someone, had upset Stiles. Even though it was Derek. Cora says nothing. Asks nothing. They 
just lay there for a while. Eventually, Stiles calms down enough to go to sleep. With Cora 
following right behind him. 


He doesn’t know how long they’re asleep for. Only that when he wakes up, his bladder is 
full and his stomach is growling. Cora, however reluctantly, lets him leave so he can go to the 
bathroom and get them something to eat. Once in the kitchen, all eyes turn towards Stiles. 


Isaac is resting his head on Scott’s shoulder. Looking at him with a sad, somber 
expression. Erica looks at him briefly, then avoids his gaze entirely. He ignores all of them. 
Moving towards the fridge. Grabbing everything he can carry. He was just about to leave 
when a hand came across his shoulder. There stood a solemn looking Derek. Eyes red. He 
had been crying. Stiles could not find it in himself to even come close to caring. He shrugs 
the man’s hand. Making his way back to Cora. 


He finds her on the bed. Towel drying her hair. Apparently, being in heat actually meant 
sweating. So, she probably felt a lot better after the shower. Well, more so when the whole 
process started. Contrary to what Stiles had imagined, she was some desperate, wonton mess. 
Begging and whining. Sure, she had to be reminded to keep it PG. But it was hardly anything 
out of a trash romance novel. He just sits down beside her. Handing her a bottle of juice, 
some crackers, and cheese. Nothing fancy. But calories were calories. 


“You ready to talk about what happened between you and my brother?” Cora asked in- 
between bites of cheese. 


“Nope.” Stiles said firmly. 


“He obviously did something to piss you off. Enough that I could literally feel it from the 
other side of the door.” She said. 


Stiles bit the corner of his lip to keep from saying something he shouldn’t. Cora was just 
trying to be helpful. Trying to help him process what he was feeling. Which was a lot of 
things. Anger, most importantly. The feeling of betrayal. And, oddly enough, heartbreak. 
Which made no sense whatsoever. He wasn’t in love with Derek. At least, he didn’t think that 
he was. At least, not in the sense that most people considered. It was odd and confusing and it 
hurt. It a hurt a whole fucking lot, actually. 


“He said I was ‘his’.” Stiles explained. 
“Use the exact what he said it, and I mean exactly.” Cora demanded. 


“He pinned me against the while. Bit down on my throat. While he was shifted. And he 
said ‘mine’.” Stiles said. 


That...that made sense to Cora. Because the young woman’s eyes go wide with...shock? 
Surprise? It was something in the realm of that. She knew exactly what Stiles was talking 
about. She knew exactly what Derek had meant when he had done what he’d done, and said 
what he’d said. 


“Oh...shit. I...fuck...Stiles, you have to understand. It's not the way you think it is.” Cora 
explained. 


9 


“Then how is it? Cause it felt like Derek thinks that I’m a possession as opposed to a person.’ 
Stiles spat. 


“T...goddammit. I can’t explain this to you Stiles. It isn’t my place. You need, and I’m 
mean really need to talk to my brother.” Cora said without any further elaboration. 


Stiles doesn’t press the issue. He knows that, for a fact, Cora had no issue speaking her mind. 
So, if she said she wasn’t going to talk about something, then that was end of story. So, he 
simply opts to spend the next two days with her. Trying to help the woman stay as 
comfortable as possible. She complains a bit. Saying how her body wants something she 
doesn’t. And that Stiles is an asshole for not sleeping with her. 


He laughs. Kisses the top of her head. (Platonically.) Just holding her while the last dredges 
of her heat cling to her body. Cora was right. Any other man would have gladly jumped at the 
opportunity to sleep with her. Especially since she was willing, and asking for that matter. In 
the last few hours they were to spend together, he gave it a fair amount of thought. Why he 
had said no to the sex. 


It wasn’t just because she wouldn’t have been completely in her right mind. Which she 
wasn’t. It wasn’t just because she was Derek’s sister, and he had already had sex with Derek. 
It was...it was a bit more complicated than that. Actually, more than a bit. Really complicated 
actually. Really, really complicated. So, he thought about it. That confusing little fuzzy thing 
that made his feel a bit lightheaded, and his cheeks go hot. Derek was the key factor in that. 
Now, he just had to figure out what to do about it. 


Chapter End Notes 


That was terrible. Next chapter, Derek learns that, maybe, just maybe, fuzzy human 
feelings are a good thing. And things that need to be talked about. Thanks for reading, 
and as always, much love. 


Chapter 12 


Chapter Notes 


Hella angst boys and girls. Hell angst. Have fun. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Derek had fucked up. Like truly, royally fucked up. And he had no idea as to what to do 
about. He and Stiles... The alpha didn’t have words for what they were, and where they were 
going. He had rescued Stiles from the worst possible circumstances. The worst circumstances 
that anyone could imagine. He had given him shelter and food and safety. He was pack, but 
he was also human. Very much human, and that made things all the more difficult. 


Derek had always struggled to separate wolf and man. As most werewolves did. When he 
became alpha, that line blurred even more. There were a good few years where he was just 
basically an animal in a person skin. He operated on instinct. Anger. Drive. Desire. It was 
easy. Because the world had gone to hell, and he was in it. Right in the damn middle of it. 


Things had gotten better after he had turned Isaac, Erica, and Boyd. Even better still when 
they had taken Beacon Hills for themselves. He had a territory. Even though he had to share 
that territory with other alphas, it was his. He was safe. He was secure. Everything he could 
want, was his. Then, enter one Stiles. 


It was a strange. Stiles was pack. With Micha, he obviously excelled head and shoulder 
above everyone else. No one could hold a candle to him. He took care of pack, and the pack 
took care of him. They trusted him. Beyond what they needed to. Isaac, Erica, and Boyd. 
Even Peter had come around regarding his presence. But, at the same time, he wasn’t pack. 


All members of the pack had to submit to their alpha. In this case, Derek. That's how 
werewolves functioned. The case of Deucalion and company aside. Stiles, however well he 
got along and seemingly fit in, submitted to no one. At all. So, that sense, he wasn’t pack. He 
would always be, to an extent, an outsider. 


Derek was trying to reconcile this. This man’s presence as pack, not pack. The way he 
lived and breathed and seemed to exist so easily amongst them. Things were...complicated. 
That was a good word for what was going on. This matter was only made worse by their 
having sex. 


The alpha would have been lying if he had said that he didn’t find Stiles to be attractive. 
Most certainly, that would have been a lie. It was also confusing to the nth degree. Derek had 
never given much thought towards members of the same sex. Yet, here Stiles was. So rough 
around the edges, but so wonderfully soft in the same moment. It wasn’t just his scent. 
(Though that was a large part of it.) 


Derek didn’t have the means to process what he felt. At first, the alpha considered it to 
just be a case of lust. Then, they actually had sex. And damn, it was good. That actually 
wasn’t close to what it was. It was, in truth, fucking fantastic. The alpha had never felt that 
much drive, that much desire towards anyone. Even Kate. Stiles was...he was...damn. 


They spent the entire night fucking. It wasn’t just the full moon driving his wolf into a 
mad frenzy. It was the man to. Both sides of him, man and wolf, wanted every last inch of 
Stiles. His cock. His hole. His mouth. His scent. His taste. The way he felt when he was 
being fucked. The way his muscles contracted. The way he moaned in pleasure as Derek took 
everything that he wanted. Stiles made Derek forget what it was like to be human. And, even 
though it was terrifying, he loved it. 


The madness and chaos. The desperation. How he couldn’t even stay human. How the 
wolf came crashing to the surface. How, even when shifted, Stiles never flinched away from 
him. Was never scared of him. At all. In fact, he was turned on by it. 


That's part of the reason why. Why he didn’t notice at first. When the drunkenness of the 
full moon gone, Derek hadn’t realized it. There was far too much going on, and far too much 
to think about. It festered in the back of his mind. The sheriff’s arrival, along with Scott, 
aside, there was the matter of Cora. 


Derek hadn’t expected to find Stiles in bed with his sister. He certainly hadn’t expected to 
find them in bed together when she was in heat. In that moment, singularly, his reaction was 
all wolf. Every last inch of him was consumed with a deep, primal possessiveness. And 
before he knew it, he had driven Stiles away from him. He had driven away his mate. 


The realization made his stomach turn. For a multitude of reasons. Namely, because it was 
Stiles. He wasn’t pack. Not in the way that others could understand. But he was pack to 
Derek. And, in the same moment, a way that he couldn’t understand. Stiles was human, and 
had no drive, desire, or instinct that could come close to a werewolf. To him, the alpha’s 
actions were done out of jealously, possessiveness, and sheer envy. 


He had fucked up. Stiles actually shook with rage. That wonderful, bright scent of his 
became polluted. Thickened with an ashen bitterness that made the alpha’s nostrils burn. 
Derek had no doubt. In that moment, Stiles was fully ready to kill him. And, if not that 
extreme, maim him beyond even what an alpha werewolf could heal from. In that moment, 
Stiles hated him. He hated him more than anything in the world. 


The realization made him crash. His wolf was beyond distressed. It affected the pack. He 
was their alpha, and what he felt, they felt. His instability was their instability. He wanted to 
make things better. He tried to make things better. But Stiles had no intention of that. Hell, he 
didn’t speak to Derek. Shrugging of the alpha. It hurt in ways that the alpha didn’t have 
words for. For his mate to not only reject him, but to actively despise him. It was the worst 
thing in the world. 


The alpha had decided to keep the enormity of what was happening to himself. Given that 
it would have only destabilized the betas even more. Which would have helped nothing. He 
gives Stiles his space. Besides, there were other things that were occupying his mind. 
Namely, Scott. 


Derek had foreseen issues with letting the man into Beacon Hills. Even more so when he 
agreed to let the man live with the pack. What he did have any foresight regarding, was the 
fact that Scott and Isaac would become a thing. It started off subtly, and not all that 
noticeable. Then, it just developed into full blown sex. They two of them reeked of each 
other. Constantly. Enough that Derek actually avoided the two of them. It seemed that all of 
their spare time was being spent with each other. 


Shockingly, he had no issue with his beta hooking up with another alpha. The issue he had 
was that they were entirely shameless about it. Scott was still adjusting to the shift, as well as 
being an alpha. So, for the most part, everything was still primal. Still too animal for him to 
make sense of things. He didn’t bother being confused about the matter. He just went with it. 


The other part of him that was occupied was in regards to one Lydia Martin. The young 
woman was...something. Derek didn’t know what exactly that something was. Only that it 
was very old, and very powerful. It was her scent that clued him in. She smelled...cold. Like 
the dirt of a freshly dug grave. Unfeeling an empty. There was a certain tension whenever she 
was near. Peter damn near threw a fit when she arrived in the house. 


Derek did his best to keep the peace. To keep Stiles’ family intact. They had the space for 
them. But having another alpha in the house, along with whatever Lydia was, did not make 
for an easy adjustment. To say nothing of his fuck up regarding Stiles. Who still wasn’t 
speaking to him. At least, that’s what the case was. Was being the operative word. That 
changed rather abruptly. 


“Lyds, what the hell!?” Came Stiles’ voice. 


Derek had been in the kitchen. Enjoying a sandwich. Erica was snuggled up to Boyd at the 

breakfast bar, and Isaac with Scott. It had been quiet. Until it wasn’t. Lydia came dragging 

Stiles. Literally. She had him by the ear. A rather pinched look on her face. It was clear that 
she was annoyed. As to what was anyone’s guess. 


“Everyone out while these two deal with their shit.” Lydia said. 


No on even attempted to argue with her. Least of all Derek. Erica flashed him a pity smile as 
she skipped out of the kitchen. The others right behind her. Leaving the alpha alone with 
Stiles. Who was no pissed that he had been dragged, by the ear, into speaking with Derek. 
Lydia left in a huff of annoyance. And, with it, silence feel over everything. Derek could hear 
his own heartbeat. He was so screwed. 


“T’m...?m sorry. For what I did. And for what I said.” Derek offered. 
“That it? Cause Micha’s gonna start screaming any minute.” Stiles said sardonically. 


“T...fuck. I don’t know how to explain this to you. It wasn’t what you think it was, and I 
don’t...when I saw you, with Cora, my wolf...just...reacted.” The alpha tried to explain. 


“Are you telling me the fuzzy side of you was...jealous?” Stiles asked. 


That was a gross oversimplification of things. And that was being nice about it. Derek 
didn’t know how to explain it to Stiles in a way that he would understand. That he would 
understand that the alpha’s wolf had chosen him as their mate. Or, even more importantly, 
what being an alpha’s mate even meant. He was human, and had a very human understanding 
of what werewolves were. As well as how they behaved. 


In his eyes, Derek was just a possessive asshole who had disrespected his boundaries. Who 
had disrespected his autonomy. Which was probably the most important thing to him. Next to 
Micha and his father. He'd had everything taken from him by someone who believed Stiles to 
be their property. From the way Derek had reacted, Stiles had assumed that’s how the alpha 
viewed him. 


“Cora said I needed to talk to you. She told me that it wasn’t her place to explain it to me.” 
Stiles said. 


“That’s...that’s very true. It wasn’t, and isn’t. But I wasn’t...jealous. I...when I saw you with 
her, knowing what she was going through...I don’t know how to say this.” Derek said 
exasperated. 


“For the record, even though it’s not any of your business, we didn’t have sex. She wanted 
to, and I mean, a lot. But I told her no.” Stiles explained. 


“Then...why?” Derek asked. 


“Because she came to me in from a place of vulnerability. And I gave her comfort, but that 
was it. She wouldn’t have been in her right mind. However much she might have wanted to at 
the time, she would have regretted that later.” 


The alpha could not hear a flaw in what Stiles was saying. He was telling the complete truth. 
Derek had walked in on the worst possible situation, and at the worst possible time. He 
hadn’t stopped to think about anything other than what his wolf was screaming at him. He 
hadn’t bothered to see past his own instincts. 


“Derek, you still haven’t told me.” Stiles said breaking him out of his train of thought. 
“T...you’re...you’re...Stiles, you’re my mate.” Derek said as if it meant anything. 
“T don’t...I...how?” Stiles asked confused. 


“Tt’s...my wolf chose you. In the eyes of my wolf, you belong to us. Just, not in the way 
that you’re thinking.” The alpha said. 


“How can I be your mate? I’m a guy” Stiles said rubbing his temples. 


“Your sex doesn’t really play any part in it. This is confusing for me to. Before you...I’d 
never. Not with another man. So, I'm kind of at a loss as well.” The alpha explained. 


It was the truth. He had never given much thought towards other members of his sex. 
Certainly, never pursued bedroom stuff with any of them. Derek hadn’t ever given much 
thought to who his mate might have been. He never considered that it would be another man. 


Even more so, he never considered that his mate would be human. So, Stiles broke all the 
rules for him. In the best possible way. Even if they were currently on the outs. 


“T don’t know what this means. Any of it. At all.” Stiles said sitting down, head between his 
knees. 


“It means you’re my equal. My partner. In every way that matters. I just... want you.” Derek 
said. 


“I’m nineteen. I'm not getting married right now. Having a kid is enough.” Stiles said. 


The alpha didn’t blame the other man. It was a lot for anyone to process. Especially since 
Stiles was a human. A human who barely understood what it meant to be a part of a werewolf 
pack. Let alone an alpha’s mate. Let alone an alpha’s mate that was in a world currently 
engulfed in war. Derek wanted him. Wanted him more than words could ever describe. 
However, he was not an animal. Even if he had behaved like on. 


He wanted to give Stiles some space. Some room to breathe. To have time to think and make 
his own decisions. He was Derek’s mate. That wasn’t going to change. No matter how much 
he wanted Stiles to accept it, the alpha could not force the issue. However, as the universe 
often did, other issues were forced. 


Derek knew what was wrong the moment Stiles sat up straight. Eyes going wide. Spine going 
rigid. It was the same reaction as last time. As if on cue, there was a knock at the door. 
Deucalion was the same as he always was. Casual. Relaxed. Perfectly willing to disrespect 
the surroundings and boundaries of other alphas. The difference this time, was that Chris and 
Allison Argent were accompanying him. 


“We found Gerard.” Chris said. 


Needless to say, after that, all hell broke loose. 


Chapter End Notes 


That hurt. Next chapter, war. Thanks for reading, and as always, much love. 


Chapter 13 


Chapter Notes 


Angst and violence. So, fair warning. Have fun. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Stiles had no intentions of speaking with Deucalion. The fact that the man tried to kill him 
aside, his ambitions and desire for power made him vastly detestable. The only reason that 
Derek and the other alphas had even aligned with him and his lot was because they simply 
had no choice. In a world at war, where everyone could be an enemy, werewolf and human 
alike, unlikely bedfellows were commonplace. 


However, there were now what one would call extenuating circumstances. Gerard Argent 
was the spearhead of the hunters. Well, the most powerful anyways. Stiles at least knew that 
much from what he had manage to overhear. The fact that his son and granddaughter had 
defected was quite the shock. Even more so that they were actively working with 
werewolves. From what Stiles understood, which wasn’t all that much, Deucalion held a 
rather personal grudge against Gerard. He didn’t ask for the details. 


Derek reluctantly lets the man into the house. Laura arrives not long after. Whatever they 
had to discuss required both of the Hale alphas present. The matter was simple. Kill Gerard. 
Potentially end the war. Potentially being the operative word. The man had the most 
firepower. The most men. The most skill and experience. There was no delusion that this was 
going to be easy. Or that any of them might be alive when this was over with. Because that 
was the main talking point. Deucalion wanted all hands-on deck. 


Laura, obviously, was out of the game. She was due to give birth any day. Derek had no 
issue with fighting. His betas on the other hand, he did not want involved. Isaac, Erica, and 
Boyd had limited fighting experience. They were strong, and well trained. But these 
particular hunters weren’t known for mercy. They would use any and every tactic they had 
available to them to win. They had no issue with resorting to methods that would make even 
Deucalion turn pale. 


The shocker to no one was that he also desired Stiles to fight. Derek looked about ten 
seconds away from trying to choke the life out of the other alpha when he dared to make the 
suggestion. Stiles simply placed his hand on the man’s arm. Gently holding him still. Them 
trying to kill each other served no real purpose. They had a fight ahead of them, and they 
needed all the numbers they could get. Even ones like Deucalion. 


“Gotta ask, why the hell do you want me?” Stiles asked. 


“You are capable of curing wolfsbane poisoning with hardly a wave of your hand. To say 
nothing of what you did to Ennis. You are far more valuable than you realize, Stiles.” 
Deucalion purred. 


“So, you want me to be the healer to your tank. Got it. What do I get out of this?” 


The question itself made everyone in the room hold their breath. Stiles had no issue with 
standing up to Deucalion. He might not have had enough magic to kill the man, but he could 
certainly put him on his ass. For quite a while. He knew that, and Deucalion knew that. 
Werewolves could not use, or defend against magic. And the man was mere feet from him. It 
would have been easy. And that, more than anything, terrified Stiles. 


He knew that he would never really be free. Even if the war ended, and werewolves and 
humans stopped actively trying to kill each other, he would never be free. What was done to 
him in that place, what Kate had done, left him with scars. They could not be seen or felt. Not 
physically. But he knew, they would never really fade away. It stuck him in stark contrast. 
How easily violence came to him now. 


The mere thought of it trickled in his mind like a steady flow of water. Operating on a 
hairpin trigger. At a moment’s notice, with no warning and hardly any cause, he could 
reflexively act out with his magic. He had done it with Kate. He had done it with Ennis. And 
now, here, he was very much prepared to do it with Deucalion. This man didn’t want to win 
the war. He just wanted to kill the people who had slighted or offended him. 


Stiles had thought about it. In the late, dreamless hours of the night. Deucalion’s death 
would have benefited them. Well, everyone really. He was an incarnation of madness, 
murder, malice, and cruelty. Violence may have come to Stiles easier now, but Deucalion 
actively took pleasure in it. For no other reason than because he could. He had no reason to 
trust this man. Or Ennis. Or Kali. Or the twins for that matter. But, if he was going to the 
frontlines, he would milk this bastard for everything he could. 


“T must say, in another life, you would have made an excellent wolf.” The alpha purred. 
“Stop flirting, and tell me what I get.” Stiles demanded. 


“How about Beacon County? Or rather, all of California. Should we take down Gerard, 
should we win this, I will vacate California. Leaving Derek and Laura as the alphas in charge. 
Along with you, your family, and your associates.” 


That...that sounded far too good to be true. There was no way that this man would willing 
vacate a seat of power. Certainly not one as good as this. Stiles could hardly even make 
himself believe this. That being said, he was fairly good at detecting a lie. On the opposite 
side of that, he also knew that things wouldn’t be that simple. Deucalion wouldn’t just want 
Gerard dead. Not for all of California. Not by a longshot. 


“Sounds enticing. What else do you want?” Stiles asked. 


“Never one to back down. Fine, I want Gerard for myself. He does not die by anyone’s hand 
other than my own. Not yours. Not Derek’s. Not Chris’ or Allison’s. Mine. Should anyone 


else end his life, the deal will be forfeit in its entirety.” The alpha said harshly. 


Ah, there it was. The clincher in this whole shit show. Stiles knew there was going to be one 
hell of a catch. If Gerard happened to die, even by accident, anything that the alpha offered 
would be off the table completely. Which would be a hell of a thing to manage. Especially 
with a bunch of pissed off werewolves out for blood. This was going to be easier said than 
done. 


“Should you choose to fight, Ethan and Aiden will be your personal guards. They have 
been informed what will happen to them you they, in any way, fail to keep you safe.” 
Deucalion said. 


“And why should I trust the murder twins?” Stiles asked. 


“Oh, dear boy. I know you think Derek would be enough, but Gerard is a ruthless bastard. 
Dare I say, almost as ruthless as I am. Ethan and Aiden, together, are quite formidable. Even 
for you.” The alpha explained. 


Stiles knew that Ethan and Aiden were strong. They had to be. But they also had no loyalty to 
Deucalion. They followed him out of fear, and fear alone. That much was obvious. So, on 
that note, he figured it wouldn’t be that hard to get them to betray the man. On the other, that 
wouldn’t keep them from abandoning ship if they felt their lives were in danger. This wasn’t 
going to be easy, or safe, or in any way simple. But it could potentially end things. Brince 
some semblance of peace to them. However short it may have been. 


“T can supply you with firearms. That way you aren’t relying entirely on your magic.” 
Chris interrupted. 


“Don’t think I trust you either. Gerard is your father, and yet you seem to have no remorse in 
Deucalion killing him.” Stiles spat. 


“He killed my wife. Victoria got bitten by an alpha during a raid. She was already 
planning on ending her life. That was the Code. But she wanted to say goodbye to Allison. 
To say goodbye to our daughter. My father put three bullets in her head before she got the 
chance.” Chris spat. 


Stiles didn’t have any words for that one. He had lost his mother is the worst possible way. 
Her brain shriveled and dying. Unable to, even at the end, know who he or his father were. 
Who even she was. But, even as terrible as the disease may have been, he still got to say 
goodbye. He still got the moment of closure. Even if he spent the next few years dealing with 
the aftermath. 


Allison looked ready to murder something. Preferably Gerard. Stiles had no doubt that the 
huntress would be vying for the man’s blood. Him being her grandfather had nothing to do 
with it. The fact that Deucalion had laid claim to the man’s head would have only enraged her 
further. She was actively restraining herself. She wanted Gerard dead, and she wanted to be 
the one to do it. 


Chris just holds his daughter’s hand. Trying to keep her calm. It wasn’t all that successful. 
Deucalion wasn’t going to change his mind. That was clear. Allison would not have her 
revenge in the way she wanted it. Stiles felt that in a way that frightened him. 


They continue their discussions. Battle plans. Which groups would be doing what. So on 
and so forth. Stiles’ father isn’t exactly happy about the idea of him fighting. But the idea of 
Deucalion’s proposal was too good to pass up. Even if it bordered on nigh impossible to pull 
off. Stiles had no delusions that any of this was going to be easy. Or pleasant. Or safe. But, he 
wanted to be free. He wanted his life back. Even if he really didn’t know what his life was 
anymore. 
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Derek wasn’t happy. Not in the slightest. His alliance with Deucalion had always been on 
shaky ground. Right out of the gate. This, however, this pushed the limits of what he was 
willing to accept. He bore no ill will towards Chris and Allison. But they were hellbent on 
Gerard’s death. Even if it meant sharing a fight with Deucalion and his lot. 


Derek didn’t want to even think about the madness involved in that. Even less so when 
Ethan and Aiden were being used to ‘guard’ Stiles. Out of all the alpha pack, Derek could say 
that he somewhat trusted them. They were killers. Through and through. That wasn’t going to 
change. But they didn’t quite share Deucalion’s, Ennis’ and Kali’s delight in it. The way they 
reveled in murder. 


The fact that they were scared of Stiles also helped. What he had done to Ennis was still 
quite vivid in all of their minds. Derek was surprised to see that his mate was acceptable with 
the two of them. Neither of them trusted the twins. Not by any measurable margin. However, 
Derek was willing to admit. They were strong. They could take a hit, and keep going. 


The both of them discuss the measures and means. Stiles wasn’t a fighter. True, he could 
use his magic offensively if need be. That came with drawbacks. He had been training on and 
off with Deaton. Learning. Getting stronger. That didn’t mean he was suited for combat. 
Least of all when gunfire was at play. 


Scott was another factor. The alpha wasn’t going to let his best friend fight a battle alone. 
Derek admired that kind of devotion. That kind of loyalty. However, that meant that Isaac 
would be coming along as well. Derek had no delusions that his beta would be staying 
behind. He had a sneaking suspicion. But, in the back of his mind, he already knew the truth. 
Scott and Isaac were mates. It had been quick, and things weren’t entirely settled. But they 
were mates. And there was no way that anyone was going to be able to separate them. 


Derek still considered on whether or not he truly wanted to let Stiles fight. Even though 
they had yet to settled what had happened between them, his wolf still viewed Stiles as their 
mate. An alpha’s mate would always take precedent. Always. Above their betas. Above their 
family. Stiles would be his biggest concern on the battlefield. Enough that it could be used 
against him. 


That's what terrified the alpha more than anything. The thought of losing Stiles. The bone 
deep, primal urge to keep him safe. Above anything and everyone, keep Stiles safe. Well, that 
was his wolf. The man was a bit more concerned with the overall picture. Which was making 
sure that they were successful in their endeavors. If they could give Gerard to Deucalion, and 
have the mad alpha leave California, finally, things might start to get back to normal. 


The demon wolf was only one part of the problem. That was for certain. But he was also one 
of the biggest obstacles in regards to how things were currently. Derek, in no way shape or 
form, believed in werewolf supremacy. He didn’t want a world where one ruled over the 
other. Though it was a nice thought, Derek was fully aware that great changes often came 
with great violence. 


Stiles was going to be a part of that. Stiles was going to help them fight. Derek wasn’t happy 
about it. The sheriff wasn’t happy about it. No one was happy about it. But it was part of the 
deal. To make sure that his talents could be used. And while Derek certainly didn’t have 
much faith in them, he would have to give Ethan and Aiden some form of trust. 


They finish making their plans. Trying to get the best idea possible of what they were 
walking into. The compound was a bit on the small side. Surrounded by trees. Tucked away 
from prying eyes. It made sense. This wasn’t a fortress type situation. No, this was a supply 
cache. They could take out the hunters, and stockpile even more than they already had. Food. 
Water. Toiletries. Weapons. Ammunitions. Who knew what else. 


The terrain worked in their favor. Wolves were at home in the trees. That certainly helped. 
The problem was the clearing. There was no way in hell that the clearing leading to the front 
of the compound wasn’t boobytrapped. Derek wasn’t a fool, and neither was Deucalion. They 
would have to decide who was going to be the one to find out. 


They had numbers. They had wolves and defected hunters. A magic user who could heal 
wolfsbane poisoning. The odds worked. It didn’t mean any of them were going into this with 
any kind of confidence. Derek wasn’t an arrogant man, and he wasn’t about to start now. 
They had to be careful about this. And careful they would be. 


The day of the of the raid, everyone is on edge. Derek feels like his skin keeps getting 
pricked by countless needles. Stiles hadn’t slept. Ethan and Aiden could barely keep still. No 
one was prepared for this, but they would never get this kind of chance again. 


They take as many vehicles as they could spare. Gas was a commodity these days. Stopping 
several miles away. Gerard was a careful and cautious man. They had to be just as careful, 
and just as cautious. They go slowly. Creeping along in the darkness. The moon was 
obscured by the clouds. There was no way, apart from night vision, that the hunters would be 
able to see them coming. 


When the compound comes within their sight, everyone stops. This was it. They were it was 
about to start. Except, much as he always did, Stiles surprised everyone. According to Chris, 
the clearing leading to the entrance to the compound was rigged with land mines. The patter 
was sporadic. Known only to Gerard and those closest to him. That was a problem. 


Werewolves could heal from a lot. Explosives would definitely test the limits of their healing. 
But Stiles had a plan for that. His magic let him bind and unbind things. He could tamper 
with the living and non-living. That included explosive devices. The first mine to explode 
was of course random, but it did what it was meant to do. 


The flood lights snap on. Illuminating the clearing in bright light. Men start shouting at each 
other. Desperately trying to see what or rather who, was here. It started then. Derek doesn’t 
know which of the wolves is the first to howl, but they do. And with it, they charge. He does 
not leave Stiles’ side. 


Hunters were always trained to take multiple of their own against one wolf. Werewolves were 
faster. Stronger. More agile. This kind of combat didn’t suit them. They were taught many 
against one. This was the opposite. Even more so with Stiles helping them. He disables the 
floodlights as soon as they get close enough. According to him, he had to be able to see 
something in order to affect it. And affect it he did. 


The clearing was plunged into darkness just as the first of the hunters makes their way 
outside. They die quickly. Ethan and Aiden hadn’t wasted any time. Merging into the unified, 
monstrous form. One that would all but require decapitation to halt. Some of the hunters 
actually pissed themselves when they came into view. 


Derek did not relish in the act of killing. Even though he hated them. Even though these 
people actively wished, and worked for his extermination, their deaths brought him no 
pleasure. They brought him no comfort. All he could do was give them as much mercy as he 
could spare. 


Stiles saves his magic, and keeps his spells simple. Men and women fall to the ground. Out 
like a light, but still very much alive. If Derek is not by his immediate person, then Ethan and 
Aiden in their merged form were. Until they weren’t. 


There was a loud, unbearable bang. Followed by a light that seemed to outdo the sun. Derek’s 
ears were on fire. Everything went white. He could not see. He could not hear. All he had left 
was his sense of smell and sense of taste. He didn’t know what was happening until he felt a 
sharp pain in his thigh. He'd been shot. He feels someone grab onto him, and then, just as 
quickly, the grip is gone. He falls. Unable to stand. The last thought in his head before the 
world started to spin was, ‘Where was Stiles?’ 


Chapter End Notes 


Next chapter, war is hell. Stiles caught in war even more so. Thanks for reading, and as 
always, much love. 


Chapter 14 


Chapter Notes 


This one's gonna hurt children. Graphic, and I do mean graphic violence. So, be 
prepared. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Stiles knew the risks of entering the battlefield. Despite having no real experience. Save for 
escaping from Kate’s clutches. Even then, he really didn’t do anything that could be 
considered combat. On the contrary, he snuck through the shadows. Diligently taking his time 
in not being noticed. That was how he had made it out alive. He was, in all honesty, scared. 
Scared more than he ever had been in his life. 


Sure, he had magic. Magic that could very easily and quickly kill another person. Human 
or werewolf. And, even if he didn’t go the immediate route of instant death, he was still 
skilled at incapacitating someone. Even a monster like Ennis. He was confident in his 
strength in that regard. Plus, he had been training with Deaton. So, he was even more skilled 
with what he could do. That being said, he didn’t relish the idea of what was going to happen. 
Especially where Derek was concerned. 


Despite his best efforts, it had all been for naught. He had feelings for the guy. Even if he 
was loathe to admit it. To anyone. Including himself. There was also the matter of 
Deucalion’s offer. To vacate California altogether. On the condition that he be the one to put 
Gerard down. It was too enticing to pass up. Too enticing to ignore. Even if it came with a 
stupid amount of risk. And, as it so happened, that risk came to head damn near as soon as 
they entered the compound. 


Derek was by his side, and if the alpha wasn’t, Ethan and Aiden in their merged form were. 
Stiles had to admit, given the last few years, there wasn’t all that much that scared him. But 
watching the twins bend and twist and snap and crack until they merged...that one damn near 
made him shit himself. Given that they stood well past seven feet tall, and hulking like 
someone who’d been bottle fed steroids since birth. They actually made Ennis look petite, 
and the man was anything but. 


He felt reasonably safe. Reasonably being the operative word. That lasted until he saw the 
hunter with the flashbang grenade. Stiles felt time come to a grinding, screeching halt. 
Everything froze to a single, solitary nanosecond. He was covering his eyes before he could 
even think. He had magic, but he wasn’t so good that he could do anything before the damn 
flashbang was going to go off. 


The light that blinds all of them is lessened, but not entirely removed. His vision still goes 
fuzzy. His hearing however, that was another story altogether. It felt like his damn ears were 
gonna start bleeding any second. The world was reduced to fuzz, and an unbearable, high- 
pitched ringing. There were hands grabbing him before he could process much of anything 
else. 


He knows that they belong to hunters. Derek would have been blinded and defended by the 
flashbang going off. He wouldn’t have been able to tell his head from his ass. Stiles kicks and 
fights and spits. Grabbing towards where he lasts saw the alpha. His hold lasts for a fraction 
of a second. Then, he’s pulled away. As well as with something being tightened around his 
neck. Shit. 


He had about sixty seconds before his vision returned. Maybe two minutes before his 
hearing came back. So, he did the only thing he could do. He fought. He fought like hell. 
Punching. Swinging. Biting. Scratching. Kicking. All of it. Meanwhile, since the hunters 
were preoccupied with him, he got to work on the collar that they had placed around his neck. 
He knew it to be one of the ones that Kate had forced him to make. It would be easier to 
neutralize the second time around. 


There was a key to the collars that made them vulnerable. Wherein whomever was wearing 
one had to understand the orders that were given to them. If they were unconscious or unable 
to hear, then nothing would happen. If they were deaf, orders could be written down, or even 
if they had some vague understanding of what was going on. Stiles, however, had been here 
before. So, he wasn’t going to be a victim for a second time. 


He just manages to get the collar to go defunct when he feels a sharp thump on the side of 
his head. Right against his temple. More than likely, he’d been pistol whipped. It hurt a hell 
of a lot more than he thought it would have. The world goes fuzzy again, but this time, in a 
different way. His stomach lurches, and his feet give out. He's tumbling down just as another 
pair of hands grabs ahold of him. He doesn’t have the strength to fight back. That being said, 
he certainly doesn’t help them in carrying him to wherever it may have been that they were 


going. 


He recognizes the thrum of an engine right off the bat. They were in a vehicle. Which 
meant they were taking him somewhere. Away from Derek and the others. It then occurred to 
Stiles, this had been a trap. Chris had been fooled. Gerard had set them all up. More than 
likely, to get the alphas of Beacon Hills in one place. He had known that his capture and or 
death would have made the perfect bait. As well as the location. They had been played. 


He tries not to curse himself for their foolishness. They couldn’t have known. Between the 
prospect of taking down Gerard, as well as Deucalion’s offer, none of them had realized. 
They had been blinded by their ambitions. Blinded by the idea that maybe, just maybe, the 
war could be over with. The idea had been presented to them on a silver platter, and it had 
landed them on their asses. Now, Stiles had to figure out what he was going to do next. He 
had a faint idea of what these hunters wanted with them. 


They had not only taken the trouble to keep him alive and intact, but to also make sure 
that there was a collar on him. More than likely, they were going to use him to make more of 
the damn things. So that any captured wolves would be shackled just as Kate had done 


before. The idea, the reality of that made his stomach turn. Gerard was cut from the same 
cloth as his daughter. He could only imagine how terrible he would be. 


He doesn’t know how long they drive for. Mainly because after being thrown into the 
damn truck, they blindfold him. His hearing is still somewhat out. The words that make their 
way through are fractured and somewhat panicked. Apparently, from what little Stiles could 
gather, things hadn’t gone all that well. They hadn’t been able to kill any of the alphas that 
Gerard wanted dead. Specifically, Deucalion. There was no mention of Derek, but Stiles 
could infer that he was alive. Whether or not he was okay, he didn’t know. 


They seemed excited that they had manage to capture him. Apparently, Gerard wanted 
him most of all. That wasn’t a surprise. Hunters would use any and every means available to 
them. Particularly someone who make magical slave collars. That would be their primary 
goal, no doubt. Not to mention whatever other insidious plans that the bastard may have in 
store. As it turned out, he wouldn’t have to wait that long to find out. 


The truck comes to a grinding halt, and Stiles is thrown forward into the arms of one of 
the hunters. The man, in return, punches him in the stomach hard. Hard enough to make him 
want to vomit. He damn near does. The haul him out, and he barely has time to think before 
their all but dragging him. Like he had done just not too long ago. He wasn’t going to make 
this any easier for them. 


The inside is brightly lit. Going by how much light makes it through the damn bag over 
his head. He's shuffled around, and drug, and the curses the hunters mutter are quite creative. 
That all comes to a dead stop when someone starts speaking. Stiles had to listen rather 
closely to make out what the person was saying. But, it does come out loud and clear. For the 
most part. 


“You gave him the orders? Loud and clear?” A raspy, crackly voice asked. 


“Yes, sir. Soon as we got the collar on him. First thing. He put up a fight, but after the 
orders kicked in, he was calm. Didn't make a peep the whole ride over.” One of the hunters 
said sounding like he was about to piss himself. 


“Good. Take off the blindfold.” 


There was a brief pause, then, the world is white and unyielding. It took a second or to, 
but Stiles’ eyes adjusted to the light. Gerard Argent looked ancient and gnarled. Like the 
roots of a cursed tree. Gray hair, and more lines on his face than seemed normal. Like 
everybody else, this war had aged him. His daughter was dead. His son, and granddaughter 
had betrayed him. He had nothing left. Nothing left but his hatred, his anger, his malice, his 
cruelty, and, above all else, his desire to make sure that he won. He looked just like how 
Stiles had imagined him. 


“So, this is the little witch Kate found. Tell me, how did my daughter die?” Gerard asked. 


“Peter Hale...she got taken by surprise. She was too focused on Derek.” Stiles answered in a 
fake, meek tone. 


“Ah, there it is. My Kate would never go down without a fight. Shame she couldn’t kill at 
least one of them. The Hales were always a thorn in my side. Especially that Talia. Damn 
woman always had to get in the way. But she got what she deserved.” Gerard said with a 
sneer. 


It took everything withing Stiles’ power not to kill the man right then and there. He had 
plenty of ideas. Massive heart attack. A series of strokes. As long as he had a basic 
understanding of how the body functioned, he could do damn near anything to Gerard. He 
could make him hurt. He could make him beg. He could make him cry. And the temptation 
was certainly there. 


There are two reasons that he doesn’t. Namely, because he can’t escape right now. There 
are too many hunters present. At least four beside him other than Gerard. And he didn’t know 
how many others were in the building. Then, on top of that, there was the deal with 
Deucalion. If Stiles killed Gerard, all of that went out the window. All of it. There was no 
telling what the mad alpha would do. So, he kept his magic restrained. Trying, desperately 
trying, to keep his anger hidden away. Less they know that Stiles was, in fact, not under the 
influence of the collar. 


Gerard kept sneering as he stepped closer towards Stiles. There was malice behind his 
eyes. Stiles had no doubt that this man, given any manner of provocation, would kill him. 
Instantly. The collars be damned. Stiles’ magic be damned. The only thing that hunters hated 
more than werewolves were those who had magic. He had no delusions that this mad man 
would keep him alive for very long. 


He continues to ask Stiles question after question. About the number of wolves. The 
number of alphas. If there were any other magic users. That kind of thing. He operates in 
half-truths. Careful not to tell an out and out lie. As he didn’t want to let the man know that 
he was, in fact, not under the influence of the collar. Which would have resulted in his 
immediate death. 


It goes on for god only knew how damn long. Stiles tries to restrain his answers. Tries to 
limit what he lets Gerard know. It wasn’t easy. Not by any measurable measure. And, as it 
turned out, he didn’t have to keep up the charade for very long. Because, after one question, 
everything was smooth. Then, he heard the howl. Derek was here. And he was well and 
goddamn pissed. 


“Well, that’s unexpected. I know that sound. That's the sound of an alpha looking for his 
mate.” Gerard said with a sneer. 


Stiles had to restrain himself from instinctively reacting to the man’s remarks. This was the 
type of hunter with no morals. No ethics. He would use any and every means possible to get 
what he wanted, as he wanted it. 


Gerard orders the hunters to disperse. Taking on the incoming wolves. Stiles stood perfectly 
still. The hunters all left. Leaving him along with Gerard. The man produces a firearm. 
Handing it to Stiles. Ordering him to take it, and point the barrel at his head. Confused, but 
knowing that he had no choice, Stiles feigns compliance with the order. It was made clear as 
to why when the door smashed open. Two very dead hunters being flung through it. 


Derek stood there. Fully shifted. Covered in blood, and viscera, and all manner of things that 
belonged inside a human. He damn near charged on sight. That only reason he didn’t, was 
because he saw Stiles holding a gun to his head. In essence, the alpha thought he had lost, 
and Gerard thought that he had won. Neither of them knew the truth of the matter. 


“Derek Hale. We meet at last. I owe you for my daughter. I think your mate will make good 
recompense.” Gerard said viciously. 


“Stiles...”> Derek whined. 


“It’s quite simple. Do as your told, and your mate goes free. Refuse, and he’ll put a bullet in 
his skull. Now, on your knees, dog.” Gerard commanded. 


The alpha’s eyes quivered in his head. Rage. Fear. Despair. Stiles could see his mate, the man 
that he loved, break into a thousand different pieces. Right before his eyes. He was standing 
there. Derek thinking that the both of them were about to die. That they were doomed from 
the get go. 


“Now, I do believe it’s time. Stiles, do me a favor would you. Put three bullets in the dog’s 
chest. And, when you’re done, but one in yours.” The hunter said looking towards Derek. 


There was a split second. A single, awful moment where all the air left Stiles’ body. His mate 
whined like he’d been beaten. Gerard sneered even wider. So wide it seemed his face might 
split wide open. It was terrible. But, in that same moment, it was Stiles’ chance. It was his 
chance. Because, in that split second, Gerard had lost. 


“Eat shit.” Stiles said taking the gun away from his head. 


Gerard didn’t have time to react. Stiles aimed the gun, squeezing the trigger. Two bullets 
sailed home to their target. Destroying the hunter’s left knee. The man hollers in agony. 
Collapsing to the ground in a mess of blood, piss, and screaming. Stiles kicks the man’s pistol 
away from his hand. Standing over him. Smiling like the devil. Straight edged and full of 
teeth. 


“This was how I killed her; you know. Your daughter. She thought that she had won. Then, I 
put her on her ass, and put this damn collar on her. I made sure to died screaming. Well, Peter 
did.” Stiles said. 


“How...” Gerard asked through his grunts of pain. 


“Because you people think nothing of me, or what I can do. Your men ordered me until the 
cows came home. But, thanks to one certain flashbang, I couldn’t hear shit. So, in that time, I 
got to work on making sure that this collar couldn’t control me. That you couldn’t control me. 
Now, I do believe that there’s someone who would like to see you.” 


Stiles steps aside. Leaving Gerard on the ground. Bleeding and in pain. He doesn’t look back. 
Making his way towards Derek. The alpha is standing now. His face human. He's crying. 
Silently. Hurt and scared and relieved all in the same moment. Stiles wraps his arms around 


the man just as Deucalion walks through the door. He doesn’t pay the man any attention. Nor 
does he try and listen to what happens next. 


The demon wolf makes short work of his revenge. Gerard scream and begs and pleads. The 
sound of mangled flesh, broken bones, and rendered organs fills the air. Creating the worst, 
most horrible symphony. It was shockingly quick. Deucalion makes sure that Gerard suffers, 
but he does not make a performance out of it. Does drag it out. When the screams stop, Stiles 
releases Derek. Turning around to see Deucalion back to his human self. But covered in 
blood, organ matter, and god only knew what else. 


“Now, I do believe I have fulfilled my end of the bargain. So, let’s see to you Stiles.” 
Deucalion said. 


“How did I know that you were gonna pull this shit?” Stiles asked in venomous tone. 


“T said I would vacate California. I never said I would leave you alive. You see Stiles, you are 
simply far too dangerous. And that must be dealt with.” 


Perhaps the man’s own arrogance had made him ignorant to the matter of him holding a gun, 
or some other reason. It didn’t really matter. Deucalion wanted Stiles dead, and Stiles was 
exhausted beyond measure. The demon wolf makes a move, and Stiles fire one, clean shot. 
The bullet finds it’s mark right in the center of the man’s forehead. 


Deucalion dies with a look of surprise on his face. As if the action itself was unfathomable. 
No one had ever thought that Stiles would kill him, or any of the alpha pack with a gun. But, 
he did. The wolf stands for what felt like forever. Then, he falls to the ground in lifeless heap. 
The single, deadliest alpha on the west coast, dead. 


Stiles can feel his heart stop for a single, broken second. Then, he’s hunched forward. 
Vomiting so hard that white eats at the edges of his vision. The world spins and spins and 
spins. He can feel his knees turn to jelly. His legs give out. But strong, warm hands hold him 
firm. Hold him still. They are kind hands. They are Derek’s hands. They are his mate’s hands. 


He cries. And it is not silent or subdued. He feels his entire body shake with how badly he 
sobs. He doesn’t regret what he just did. Not by any measurable means to the imagination. It's 
just...he’s lost. Everything that he was, vanished. As if it had never existed. This was not the 
person that was Stiles. Stiles could have never shot someone at the drop of a hat. But now, 
that version of him existed. It was set in firmness, and infallibility. So, he did the only thing 
he could do. 


“Take me home.” 


Chapter End Notes 
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Derek didn’t quite know or understand what it was he was looking at. Deucalion was dead. 
Very, very dead. Downed and taken out by the most well-placed shot in history. Delivered by 
Stiles. The man’s eyes were cold, dark, and lifeless. As where Stiles’ own. It was there, in 
that moment, that the alpha saw it. The thing that he had seen on very rare occasion. The 
thing that swam in the corner of his Stiles’ eyes. 


It was all the darkness and madness that lay within him. All of it. Every bit of torture that 
Kate and her men had delivered. Years and years of abuse. Ridicule. Forced servitude. The 
foul words she whispered into his cell at night. The shadows that crawled across the ground 
as he was forced to live in the dark. Forced to live as a slave. Forced to live as anything and 
everything that one could consider beneath a human. 


He had his revenge. Kate Argent was dead. Gerard Argent was dead. Now, Deucalion, the 
demon wolf, the man that all alphas feared, was dead as well. Stiles seemed to deflate 
because of it. He turned into jelly and was no more. Well, he vomited. Loudly and horribly. 
Derek was there to catch him as he started to sob. Horribly, and terribly. Whole body shaking 
with the sheer force of it. He was there to catch him when he said the words. 


“Take me home.” 


Stiles’ voice was barely more than a whisper. If Derek hadn’t been a werewolf, he might not 
have heard it. He might have had to ask the man to repeat himself. But he had heard. Stiles 
wanted to go home. Their home. Where it was safe and warm and sound. Where there were 
no hunters, or insane alphas out for blood. Well, there wasn’t anymore. 


Kali was dead. Half her skull was missing. Brain splattered against the way. Body limp 
and unmoving. Ennis, somehow, was hanging onto life. Derek couldn’t even count how many 
bullet holes the man had in his chest and stomach. Bleeding profusely, spitting up that all too 
familiar black ooze. Unless someone administered treatment, he would be dead soon. Except, 
he was dead much quicker than expected. 


Derek hadn’t noticed it. He had been paying attention to the man’s screaming and 
growling. The way his body heaved and contorted in pain. Then, there was a bullet in his 


neck. Stiles had fired another shot. Nicking the man in the side of throat. Tearing open his 
jugular. Ennis was too far into being poisoned. He couldn’t heal. What little blood he had left 
to lose, he lost. Then, his heart went still and silent. He was dead. 


This time, the alpha didn’t let himself be caught in the surprise. He wrenches the gun from 
Stiles’ grasp. Though, surprisingly, he lets it go quite easily. Silently surrendering the firearm 
into Derek’s grasp. He acts quickly, and makes sure that no one will ever be able to use the 
thing again. Snapping and breaking and bending the thing beyond all recognition. 


They make their way through the compound. Dead wolves and dead hunters all around 
them. Gerard was dead. Deucalion was dead. The two biggest antagonists of the war, dead. 
Someone would bury them later. It wasn’t going to be Derek. Not now, not ever. He didn’t 
have enough mercy in his heart for that. And he didn’t have the space to feel bad about it. 


When they finally exit, when they finally reach the open air, Stiles seemed to deflate even 
more than he already had. His entire body goes limp for a second. Then, his back and firm on 
his feet. Derek continues to support him as Ethan comes running up. Well, hobbling up. 
Carrying a limp and pale looking Aiden. Derek could barely hear the other alpha’s heartbeat. 
He would be dead soon. 


Ethan cries much like Stiles had. Loudly and shamelessly. Mumbling and screeching 
intermittently. Begging someone, anyone to do something. Except, no one could do anything. 
On top of being poisoned by the wolfsbane in the bullets, one of them had injured Aiden 
beyond what an alpha was capable of healing from. The only thing that they could do now 
was to make sure he died peacefully. Carefully. Comfortably. 


Stiles has other ideas. He places a hand on the alpha’s chest, and the other on his twin’s. 
Ethan quits sobbing. Barley having time to ask what was going on, and what Stiles was doing 
before his eyes rolled into the back of his head. Derek doesn’t intervene. The alpha wasn’t 
quite sure what Stiles was doing, but he did know that Stiles wasn’t harming them. He was 
trying to save them. 


Whatever magic he was using, whatever magic he had left, it was working. The color 
returned to Aiden’s face. His breathing improved. Derek could hear his heartbeat getting 
stronger and stronger and stronger. Until, finally, the alpha opens his eyes. Except, no. That 
was wrong. He wasn’t an alpha anymore. His eyes were that all too familiar blue. Cold and 
steely. When Ethan opened his own, they were the same. 


Stiles explains that, the only reason he was able to save Aiden, was because he had a twin. 
A twin that was an alpha like him. But in order to do that, he had to use his magic to sacrifice 
something in equal proportion. He could bind and unbind things. He had unbound the twins’ 
powers as alphas, and used it to heal Aiden. Given that the man had been damn near dead, it 
was the closest thing to a miracle as Derek had ever seen. As Stiles put it, what he had done 
basically inverted the principals of magic. Neither Ethan or Aiden seem to have a problem 
with it. 


Stiles goes quiet after that. He seems...subdued. As if the wind had been knocked out of 
him. He isn’t hurt. Not physically, but Derek knew...he knew that this war was far from over. 
For either. News of Gerard’s death would spread among the hunters. News Deucalion, Ennis, 


and Kali dying would spread amongst the werewolves. And vice versa. All of California 
would be talking about it for weeks. The strongest hunting family was dismantled. Along 
with the strongest wolf pack. 


Derek would be dealing with the aftermath for the foreseeable future. As would Stiles. He 
was the one that fired the shots that had killed Deucalion and Ennis. People would praise 
him. People would hate him. People would idolize him. People would fear him. This would 
be a part of his life until they day he died. And the alpha had now clue as how to help him. 
With what could be done. What should be done. He had no idea where to start. So, he took 
his mate home. 


Stiles managed to fall asleep on the drive. He snores softly every now and again. It was 
the most wonderful thing in the world. And, in the same moment. The most terrible. Here, in 
the car, he had the smallest sliver of peace and quiet. The smallest piece of something that 
was only his, and belonged to no one else. Not Derek. Not the sheriff. Not Scott. Not Micha. 
It belonged to Stiles. And it would last for barely half an hour. And then, it was back to the 
terribleness of their reality. 


He tries to stop the car as gently as he could when they arrive back to the house. He really 
does try. Stiles wakes up anyway. Derek doesn’t stop him when he fumbles and stumbles out 
of the car. The others had arrived already. As far as the alpha knew, none of their own had 
died. Just some minor injuries. But that’s not what Stiles was concerned about. 


“Where’s my son!?” He shouts as he slams the door open, Derek right behind him. 


Erica comes rushing forward holding a slumbering, sleeping Micha. Stiles’ eyes go wide. His 
mate trembles. Actually trembles. Derek thought that he might fall over again. His mate stays 
on his own two feet. Gently taking Micha from Erica. This time, Stiles does falter. Though he 
manages to make it to the couch. He simply lays down. Covered in sweat and blood and 
relief. Micha does not wake. 


No one dares to disturb them. Least of all Derek. Besides, there were other things that 
required his attention. Namely, a loud screeching noise coming from the back of the house. 
Laura had given birth in the day and a half that they had been gone. And, it was a surprise. 
Twins. She was tired, swearing, but happy. Two boys. Micha was going to be a big brother. 
Well, for all intents and purposes anyways. 


Shockingly, Stiles does not wake up with all the noise. Derek knows that, physically, he is 
fine. It is his heart and soul that are wounded. His mind stretched and exhausted beyond 
measure. The good sheriff watches his son in Derek’s stead. Scott as well. The alpha had all 
but walked through the door before Isaac pounced on him. Kissing his mate as they both fell 
to the floor. Derek laughed. They would be like that for a while. Two stupid pups in love. 


Derek knows that the path of in front of them, like with himself and Stiles, was going to be 
complicated. Isaac was bit beta, and Derek was his alpha. However, Scott was also an alpha, 
as well as Isaac’s mate. Which meant that his instincts would be screaming at him. He was 
still adjusting before all this madness. Now, they’d have to work twice as hard. 


The house is a veritable pot of anxiety, grief, stress, and a hundred other things that Derek 
couldn’t even think to name. No one bothers Stiles or Micha. They wake up in their own 
time. The alpha takes the cub so Stiles could take a bath and change his clothes. Micha fusses 
when he’s handed off, but quickly settles. 


Chris and Allison arrive not long after Stiles wakes up. The hunters under Gerard’s 
command are mostly dead. Over half perished in the fighting. The other fled. They were 
staunch to their commitment and refused to surrender and serve under Chris’ leadership. 
They would be a problem in the future. They would be back for blood, and blood there would 
be. But they had nowhere to go. Derek and the remaining alphas had spread their influence. 
The hunters under Chris helping in the matter. 


The other issue that reared its ugly little head was the issue of the prisoners. Mostly 
wolves, and all of them collared. A good portion of them feral with no hope of return. Chris 
and Allison shot them in the head as a mercy. Derek felt his gut roil at that, but he had 
nothing to which he could refute the action. Wolves like that would always be mindless 
animals. Killing anything and everything that was in their way. 


The ones that could be saved, were now under Derek’s and Laura’s jurisdiction. The other 
few remaining alphas in Beacon Hills had their hands full with maintaining the territory that 
they had just claimed. None of them were going to be willing to take on refugees. Derek 
wasn’t even going to bother and ask. It would have been a waste of time. 


The sheriff was coordinating with the human prisoners. Some were magic users. Others, 
just ones that refused to bow to Gerard and his hunters. Either way, they would need food, 
clothing, and shelter. Beacon Hills was still mostly empty. Hell, most of Beacon County was. 
There was room. It was just a matter of keeping the peace. That was the hardest part after 
obtaining. As far as most everyone was concerned, the war was over. Derek knew otherwise. 


Gerard was dead, and the alpha pack had been disbanded. That helped. That didn’t mean 
they were safe. Even if there wasn’t any more fighting. Derek, Stiles, all of them had things 
that would take years to heal from. Wounds that would take a lifetime to become covered in 
scars. The fighting may have been over, but the war to keep themselves the way they were 
had only just begun. 


Chris and Allison don’t linger. They depart. A solemn, sorrowful look in their eyes. 
Victoria, Kate, and Gerard were gone. Dead. Never coming back. Most of their family. They 
were the last of the main Argent line. There was a certain kind of tragedy in that. And even 
with all the pain, misery, and grief that the Argent name had caused, not just for Derek, he 
couldn’t help but feel sorry for them. 


Stiles takes his time in the shower. Derek does not have any intention of rushing him. 
When he walks back into the living room, he takes Micha instantly. Sitting down next to the 
alpha and his father. They say nothing. They do nothing. The three of them are simply 
content to exist. Just exist. That was all. That was all they could do. 


Derek knew that there was a long road ahead. Stiles had showed what the world had done 
to him. He had killed two people with no hesitation. No mercy. No sense of remorse. That 


was not the man that Derek knew him to be. At all. But it had happened. Much like the alpha 
when the war first started. Full of anger. Full of bloodlust. There was no quarter given. No 
gracious suggestions entertained. If they were a hunter, they were going to die. He doesn't 
know how many he had killed, only that it had been plenty. It took him over a year to calm 
down. To come back to being the person that he had used to be. 


Eventually, the sheriff leaves. Having to get back to work in caring for the human refugees. 
Stiles grabs his hand. A silent plea. To not stay away too terribly long. They had lost enough. 
Stiles had lost enough. He was afraid of losing anymore. Much like all of them. Derek 
understood that well enough. His mate had been taken from him. Almost killed. Derek had no 
intention of ever letting him go again. 


He doesn’t know how long they stay there like that. Plenty of people come in and out of the 
house. Derek doesn’t really pay them any meaningful attention. After Scott and Isaac manage 
to untangle, the alpha drops himself on the couch. Laying against Stiles. Were he any other 
alpha, Derek would have taken issue with that. Another wolf, especially another alpha, 
causally touching his mate. But this was Scott. Stiles’ best friend in the whole world. All they 
had, for the longest time, was each other. He wasn’t going to take that away. 


When Stiles falls asleep, with Micha in his arms, Derek carries them to bed. Neither one 
wake or fuss over the matter. The alpha lays them down as gently as he could manage. It was 
a thing of beauty. True, unhindered beauty. In the realest possible terms. He had no idea how 
he managed to get here. How he managed to have Stiles so deeply engrained in his life. With 
the cub, their cub. Derek might as well admit to himself. Micha was as much as he was 
Stiles’. This was their son. This was their family. 


Part of the alpha, the sentimental side, the romantic one, could see it. A bunch of pups 
running around. Growling and play fighting. Micha shifting for the first time. Stiles laughing 
and telling them to be careful. All while Derek looked on with love in his eyes. His mate. His 
family. That's what he had now. This was his. Now, above anything else, the war, the 
aftermath, his own trauma, he had a family. A mate. Of course, he had just had to figure out 
what to do with it. That, more than anything else, terrified him. 


He had lost so much before. So very much. His parents. His pack. Himself. Years of his life 
shaved away into dust and ash and heartbreak. He was terrified because he could lose it 
again. He could lose and he knew it would destroy him for good. It would ruin him beyond 
measure. Those thoughts fell from his mind when a still asleep Stiles reached out. The alpha 
grabbed hold of his hand. Pulling his mate and their cub against his chest. Listening to the 
sure, strong sound of their hearts. The softness of their breathing. It was the greatest, most 
complicated symphony in the world. And there was nowhere else he would rather be. 


He finds his own eyes getting heavy. His skin warm against his mates. His neck would be 
sore in the morning. But it was well worth it. This was his. It belonged to him, and no one 
else. The feeling and scent of his mate, of his family, and the comfort that came with it. 
Despite being so utterly terrified, it was the best he had slept in years. 
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Stiles doesn't know when he’s able to sleep properly again. He only knows when it started. 
That was it. His memory is foggy and hazy and altogether not there. The events that lead him 
down the path he had taken were a blur. But still, they hurt in a deep, intimate way. A way 
that words could not describe. He rarely, if ever talked about it. Not even to Derek. 


Sometimes, he wondered. He wondered if things could have been done just a little bit 
differently. If maybe his mother had lived a bit longer. Taught him more about his magic. 
What it could do, and if he may have been able protect himself and his father. From Kate. 
From the alphas that surely would have come for him. 


Whether he could have gotten the collar off himself sooner. Before the world, the universe 
had ground him down. Reducing that naive little sixteen-year-old into a shell of his former 
self. Where now he was fill of anger, resentment, and grief. He had lost years of his life, and 
portions of his soul. Things that no amount of wishing could ever bring back. 


The man he was...it wasn’t something he ever wanted to be. Ever. But there was no 
changing it now. He had killed. Not once, but twice. Granted, they were assholes. Who 
definitely deserved it. Hell, they deserved a lot more than what they got. Quick was far too 
good for the likes of them. Technically, he had killed three times. And while his hand may 
not have been the to directly end Kate, she was still dead because of him. 


The nightmares never come. He doesn’t sleep, but when he does, there are no nightmares. 
No horrid flashbacks of the things that had been done to him. Nor the things that he had done 
to others. There is no PTSD. None. Somehow, more than anything, that makes him feel 
worse. He was so far gone from trauma and heartbreak and madness that he wasn’t even 
traumatized anymore. His haunting had ended. That, above all, scared him. 


Stiles had a keen idea of who he was now. What he was capable of. What he could do. 
Which was anything really. There was nothing left for him to do but exist. Except, that wasn’t 
entirely true. Not really. He had Derek. That stupid, stubborn man. The one who sucked at 
talking and conveying his feelings. Who loved wholly or not at all. His alpha. His mate. 


In essence, Stiles was afraid of Derek. More accurately, he was scared of losing him. He 
had already lost so much. So much had been taken from him. This...this was his. He had 
Scott and his dad. Lydia. But Derek was different. Stiles didn’t quite have the words for it. He 
didn’t really have any intention of trying to find them. Not really. 


There was, of course, Micha. His son. The realization had hit him when he arrived home. 
After he had killed Deucalion and finished off Ennis. After he had healed Aiden. The world 
was still a shit show. Full of madness, death, mayhem, and just general fuckery. But 
this...this... Micha was his. His son. No one was going to be able to tell him otherwise. Stiles 
never had any intention of being a father at nineteen. But he was, and that sat like a stone in 
his stomach. 


Deep down, he knew that he had Derek. As well as his father. There was a slew of people 
in the pack who adored Micha. Ones that would gladly help raise him. That would love him. 
That would protect him. That scared Stiles as well. It didn’t seem real. As if all of it could 
vanish into thin air at the drop of a hat. All of it. Himself. Derek. Micha. That which he had 
finally gained, taken from him once again. He had no intentions of letting that happen. 


The world seemed to settle down after a while. He turned from nineteen to twenty. There 
really wasn’t much of a difference there. He still had Derek. Still had Micha. His dad. Scott. 
All of it. What did change, was the world around them. News of Gerard’s death, as well as 
Deucalion’s, spread like wildfire. It galvanized some. A lot, actually. The fighting intensified 
in some places. Calmed in others. The world was finding its way back to how it used to be. 
Except, that wasn’t really the case. 


Never mind the fact that the supernatural was out in the open now. Not just werewolves 
and magic users. But all manner of things that lived in and in-between shadow and secrecy. 
Not all of them were good. Stiles had no love for hunters. Even the so called ‘good’ ones. 
Still, they served a purpose. He had, in the months following, declined many offers. 
Apparently, they were so short of manpower that they would turn to one of things they were 
trained to kill. 


Stiles had enough of death for a lifetime. He had enough of it for several lifetimes. He 
wanted nothing more than to just exist. Away from killing. Away from the things and men 
that did the killing. But he was not so foolish as to believe that those things wouldn't find 
him. Especially given the stories that he had been told. About the death of the most ruthless 
hunter. The death of the most ruthless alpha. And the man who had made it happen. 


At first, he had laughed at them. The way that people described him. Mad. Chaotic. 
Lawless. Because, in a certain kind of way, they were not wrong. They said that his magic 
could rip things apart with barely a snap of his fingers. Ridiculous things. Dangerous things. 
Those things were the ones that brought them to his doorstep. Some seeking help. Others 
knowledge. Others to challenge him. Others just to simply try and kill him. 


Stiles did his best to keep himself, himself. To not return to the man that universe had 
ground him down to. Where violence and murder came as easily as he breathed. The part of 
him that, in a small way, relished it. That part of his life was over with, and he was done. 
Eventually, those kinds of folks dwindled down. He turned from twenty, to twenty-one. He 
watched as his son grew. He watched as Derek loved him so fiercely, there were some days 
he couldn’t believe that any of this was his. 


Things got better. Micha started walking. His first words. The first time his eyes shifted to 
beta gold. Derek cried that day. Stiles did as well. Scott and Isaac got married. Far too 
quickly in his opinion. But it was a beautiful ceremony. Held in the spring. Surrounded by 


trees and sunlight. They would be having kids of their own soon. The world may have been 
better, but that didn’t mean things were done being terrible now and again. 


They still heard stories. Rumors. Stiles wished that they could help. There were still plenty 
of places in the world. Scott and Isaac both agreed, that would be how it happened. And, as it 
turned out, they weren’t the only ones. 


Stiles was not a fool, and there was very little that ever escaped his attention. He knew the 
way his father looked at Melissa. So, it came as a surprise to no one when they announced 
that they were going to be married. It was, however, a great deal of surprise when they 
announced that Stiles was going to be a big brother. 


At first, he was worried. He would be twenty-one years older than his sibling. His father 
was already up there in age. Then again, they had the best possible team behind them. The 
pack loved kids. Micha, and Laura’s twins. Whenever his brother or sister was born, there 
would never be a moment where he would be unloved. 


There was plenty else going on in their little pocket. After what seemed like forever, a 
great sense of wonder and calm washed over them. Stiles watched as the past became the 
past. The scars and horror and grief of what was, becoming buried. Sent and gone. Life 
moved forward. As did they all. He watched as his father and Melissa got married. He 
watched as his baby sister was bore into the world they now called their own. 


Things were good, not always. There were plenty of days that made Stiles want to tear his 
hair out. He and Derek loved each other. There was no denying that. That didn’t mean that 
they were infallible, or without fault. They were an alpha werewolf, and very stubborn 
human. There were plenty of nights one of them slept on the couch. It was most often Stiles. 
Too afraid that he might hurt his mate in anger. Too afraid that he might accidentally return to 
that shell that he had been for so long. 


He hated it. He hated that, even when he was happy, how fragile it all seemed. How 
breakable it all was. He also hated it because of Micha. His son was close enough to 
understanding what it meant. He was a wolf, and he could easily tell when his parents were 
fighting. When his alpha was distressed. When Stiles was distressed. 


They made it work because they had to. They were together until the bitter end. 
Eventually, they found a rhythm. They learned more and more about one another. Who they 
used to be. Who they wanted to be. Derek was earnest and honest. With Stiles. With himself. 
With his past. Stiles was the same. The past was the past. Done and gone. That didn’t mean 
its ugly little head didn’t pop up from time to time. 


When the world seemed a little less maddening, a little less chaotic, Stiles knew that he 
would be okay. Derek stayed busy. He and Laura were not only alphas, they were Hale 
alphas. Even in a world rebuilding itself, that name carried weight. And with it, certainly 
obligations and responsibilities. Stiles opted to stay out of things. Sure, people were 
interested in him. But he had no interest in anyone outside of his family. Outside of his pack. 


He hated it when Derek was away. When he was mate was gone. It reminded him of that 
bone deep ache. The need. The want for another person. The touch. Their voice. Their very 
company. But it couldn’t be helped. Derek was taking care of business. Trying to rebuild the 
world around them. So, at some point, they could work on rebuilding themselves. It was 
definitely a work in progress. 


The days that he returned were spent in a fever of want and lust. Micha was handed off as 
soon as Derek walked through the door. The two of them going back to their room. Their 
space. Their den. His mate was always as riled as Stiles himself. A flurry of growling, 
sniffing, and moaning. Sometimes, more than Stiles cared for, Derek wouldn’t even wait for 
him to take of his clothes. He'd simply rip them off, and proceed to take what he wanted. 
Stiles never took any issue with that part. 


The alpha was certainly aggressive. And, at times, even the idea of his humanity was gone. 
Stiles loved him like that. Desperate. Derek, however, was ever fearful. He refused to fuck 
Stiles when he shifted. Well, most of the time. Which was perfectly okay. Stiles was more 
than happy to fuck his mate until he calmed down. Until he came back to his more human, 
safer self. 


They would fuck like rabbits for the first three days that he was back. Thank god for lube, 
and a pack that didn’t mind extended babysitting duties. They only took breaks to eat and 
shower. Micha had grown used to the others in the pack. So, Stiles didn’t have to worry about 
his son making a fuss, or being difficult. 


When they could finally calm down, and keep their hands to themselves, Derek would talk. 
Talk of the world outside of Beacon Hills. California would never be what it was. The world 
was a bigger place than before. People were dead and dying. Or trying to continue living. 
Rebuilding what had been torn down. Trying to find a sense of normalcy. Whatever that may 
have meant for them. 


Stiles wondered how that was going to work. Outside of Beacon Hills, outside of his pack, he 
had no interest. He had no desire for anything else. He had his mate. His had his son. He had 
his family. But he knew things were never that simple. That cut and dry. There was a world 
out there. One that would come and find them. One way or another. 


The months pass by. Derek leaves every now and again. Returning back. Exhausted and 
weary. Being an alpha in charge was hard work. He seemed to not want to talk about what the 
world outside Beacon Hills was like anymore. Which was fine with Stiles. They would cross 
that bridge when they came to it. When the time came. 


In the spaces in-between, where he felt that he could breathe, Stiles worked in secret. Away 
from Derek, as well as the others. He wanted it to be a surprise. To make his mate shocked 
and happy beyond measure. That was the idea. The only one who had any idea, was Micha. 
Though, he was still entirely too young to understand the concept. 


It was yet another time when Derek was returning that he decided on the day. Where their 
lives would change forever. They fall back into how they always fell. Full of lust and fevered 
madness. That bone deep craving for each other’s touch and taste and smell. Derek fucked 
him three times without pulling out. Stiles loved every second of it. 


The weight of the alpha on top of him. The assurance that the man was, in fact, real. That 
this, all of it, was real. The idea of it. As well as its own certainty. He loved it. He loved it 
when Derek laid back. Letting Stiles take what he wanted, as he wanted it. Where the deepest 
cravings of his could were sated. Fulfilled and complacent. He loved every second of it. 


When he produces the box, Derek does not speak. He does not move. He hardly seemed to 
breathe. Stiles explained how he had been working on it. Designing the ring himself. Pouring 
every ounce of his soul into the work that was now. The alpha does not move, does not speak, 
as Stiles slips the ring onto his finger. It wasn’t until he asked the question. The fabled, 
treasured question, that his mate says anything. 


“Will you marry me?” 


Derek doesn’t let him go for the rest of the day. Unwilling, or rather, unable, to be separated 
from him. Stiles doesn’t mind in the slightest. In fact, he craved it. Because just as Derek 
wanted to make sure this was real, he wanted the same. It had terrified him. The idea of 
making things permanent. In their own way. On their own terms. They had lost enough. They 
would lose no more. Stiles was going to make sure of that. Now, here, with his mate. 
Surrounded with his touch, his scent, anything and everything that he could have desired. 
Right in the corner of his eyes, made real. 


Chapter End Notes 


I like to leave open ended happy finales. I hope ya'll enjoyed it. Thanks for reading, and 
as always, much love. 


PS, I have tons of other Sterek fics of all varieties. Feel free to explore and check em 
out! 


End Notes 


That was horrible. Next chapter, consequences. And, DarkStiles makes an appearance. 
Thanks for reading, and as always, much love. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


